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I. 

Noon in the Bois de Boulogne. The white house, 
half concealed in a clump of acacias and maples, is 
one of the four or five villas in which a person can 
enjoy some illusion of trae coimtry life, almost within 
sight of the fortifications of Paris, in the very midst of 
this quondam forest, now more commonplace and more 
frequented than a provincial cross-roads. 

Well protected against the perpendicular ra)rs of the 
sun by the green network of branches which spreads 
like a canopy above its terraced roof, and rendered per- 
fectly secure against the inquisitiveness of wayfarers by 
the dense foliage of its thick girdle of trees, the pretty 
house seems dozing in the shade, indifferent to the ter- 
rible dog-day heat which reigns in the deserted alleys 
of the Bois. Thanks to the faint rise and fall of a 
brown awning which stretches the length of the facade 
and undulates with the slightest breath of wind, one 
would say that the little building was breathing in its 
sleep. And, indeed, life is slumbering there, — a com- 
fortable, elegant, retired life, the charm of which must 
be doubled by the mysterious silence of this sylvan re- 
treat, while its value must be more strongly felt because 
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of the near neighbourhood of the great public pleasure- 
ground of Paris. 

The windows of the ground floor are open, and 
from time to time there comes from them a faint 
clatter of dishes, or the faint echo of the quiet move- 
ment inside. Through the half-open gate of the 
stable-yard two grooms can be seen going quietly 
about their work, followed by a young bull-terrier 
which snaps playfully at their heels, while the hand- 
some head of a thoroughbred horse looks out of the 
window of a box-stall. But at the front of the house 
everything is silent and deserted, as it is outside. The 
paths, freshly raked, show no trace of human steps ; 
the flowers in the beds, newly watered, are silently 
weeping upon the thick turf; and the sparrows, gorged 
for the moment, are asleep under the ahnost motion- 
less leaves. Nothing breaks the indolence of the hour, 
nor disturbs the quietness of the dwelling. 

Suddenly the slow tramp of a horse is heard in one 
of the two avenues which run beside the garden. A 
horseman appears, standing in his stirrups and look- 
ing curiously over the gate, which is almost hidden 
by a flowering curtain of Virginia creeper. 

This horseman has nothing in common with the 
frightful equestrian public which, according to the 
usual frequenters of the Bois, dishonours its paths dur- 
ing the summer months. It is not a tropical gen- 
tleman, nor an attorney's clerk on a holiday, but an 
authentic Parisian and of excellent birth, — or having 
that appearance, which amounts to the same thing. 
His dress is quite that of a gentleman taking a morn- 
ing ride in the neighbourhood of Paris, — not too 
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much boot or spur^ almost no whip, and a certain cor< 
rect undress exactly appropriate to the circumstances. 
With this he has ease and that peculiar kind of mas- 
culine and French good looks which lie especially in 
the curl of the moustache. 

In spite of the great height of his horse, a tall bay 
hunter, the young man could see nothing interesting, 
and after hesitating a few seconds he sought and at last 
found the handle of a bell hidden among the leaves. 

The gate was opened, and the horse was led away by 
a groom to the stable-yard. A servant ushered him 
into a drawing-room, where he was left only just long 
enough for his name — that of the Prince de Dhun- 
Thurigny — to be murmured to the person in the next 
room, — another drawing-room, furnished partly as a 
study, but as full of flowers as a hot-house, and hav- 
ing both halves of its door open, beneath hangings of 
flowered silk. 

"Ah! — you, Paul!'* 

"Luce ! — aunt ! — madam I Ah ! really, what shall 
I call you now?'* 

** Just what you did wbeix M. d'Orgevaut was alive.** 

"Luce, then?** 

" Oh ! yes, if yon like. It seems to me that it is 
almost proper,^ and quite ^miliar enough. Does it not 
satisfy yw?** 

" Nq^ certainly it does not satisfy me ; still, ibi lack 
of 50?aething better -^ " 

*<Ah, comel Abeady? Still ?'^ 

" Strll ! " whispered the young man, as he kissed a 
hand which he had taken,, and which its ownei had 
forgotten to hold, out ^o> biosu 
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The mistress of the house was a handsome young 
woman of five-and-twenty, dark, slender, with blue 
eyes, infinitely tender between their black lashes, and 
regular features, somewhat grave. The only defect in 
her face was her brow, which protruded slightly be- 
neath her jet-black hair, and harmonized ill with the 
caressing, feminine expression of her glance. As for 
her dress, it was a silk peignoir, the colour of unbleached 
wool, with wide sleeves, — a gown of conventual appear- 
ance, very full at top and bottom, but very tight at the 
waist, which, combined with the generous size of the 
flowing sleeves, from which fell an adorable bare 
arm, perfectly round, smooth, and white, sufficed to 
neutralize any unpleasant impression of monastic 
austerity. 

This charming person had risen to go to meet the 
young man ; but an expression of astonishment, perhaps 
of annoyance, somewhat diminished the effect of her 
smile of welcome. She sat down immediately before 
a large and rich desk in the style of Louis XVI., inlaid 
with gold and tortoise-shell. 

" Will you excuse me a moment? " she said. 

Then taking up the silver pen-holder, which she had 
no doubt just laid down on a comer of the desk, she 
began to write in a rapid and scratching hand, which 
could not be very feminine, if one might judge by the 
sudden jerks of a stubborn quill pen set in the silver 
holder. 

She covered in this way a large page, without pause 
or reflection ; then she liberally sprinkled the still wet 
ink with a glittering powder, taken with a carved ebony 
spoon from a chased silver bowl^ which was a master- 
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piece of the silversmith's art, and then placed upon the 
loose sheet a heavy crystal paper-weight. After this 
she turned about, swinging round on her seat as if 
upon a piano-stool, and with her eyes fixed upon those 
of her visitor, appeared to wait for a necessary ex- 
planation, with a kindly expression, in which, however, 
there was a shade of constraint. 

The gentleman, for his part, although he had as- 
sumed an unembarrassed manner when he came in, was 
evidently somewhat disturbed, if not wholly ill at ease. 
He had employed the leisure unexpectedly left him by 
the occupation of her whom he had come to surprise 
in this way, by absent-mindedly looking at the furniture 
of the room ; and this furniture must have appeared^ 
curious to him, for at last he had risen to examine it 
in detail. 

It was, indeed, a singular mixture. There were ar- 
ticles peculiarly appropriate to women, and a large 
bookcase filled with folios, a grand piano, boxes for 
papers, dainty knick-knacks, and rude bronzes. 

"Well, my dear Paul?" asked the young woman, 
in whose velvety eye could be read a more formal 
question. 

" I am not interrupting you ? " was all that the visitor 
said, as he sat down again. 

**Yes, you are interrupting me; it is my time for 
work. But of course I am none the less charmed — " 

" For work I Then it is true ? — you still work ? " 

" Still ! — as you said just now," 

The young woman had laughingly imitated the low 
and earnest tone in which the word had been spoken to 
her. Her irony, however, was gentle, and she seemed 
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to be becoming accustomed little by little to a situatioB 
which was more or less embarrassing. 

'' Ahy anything you like ! " exclaimed he who was 
beiag. treated almost like an intruder ; ** anything you 
like, except mockery ! Upon my honour, I deserve 
better than that." 

"I beg your pardon. But come, ray dear Paul, 
have you forgotten?" 

" Alas, no ; I have not forgotten, — I have forgotten 
nothing. And the proof is that I am here, without 
your having asked me to come, without your having 
even given me a sign of life since your husband died, 
nearly two years ago." 

" Ah, — true 1 How did you find out my retreat ? " 

** You must first know that during these two years I 
have never completely lost sight of you." 

"Bah!" 

" I have kept a watch upon you, sometimes fol- 
lowed you in person, always accompanied you in 
thought." 

" Indeed I Then you can tell me all that I have 
done." 

" All that you have done, — no ; but everywhere you 
have been, — nothing could be easier. After M. d'Orge- 
vaut's death you shut yourself up for six months at 
your country-place at Le Vexin, where, if I am not 
mistaken, you saw nobody." 

" Very good so far. Afterward ? " 

"Then you travelled for a year in Italy, Greece, and 
Austria — " 

"Alone?" 

"Alone, — that is, you travelled alone; I cannot as- 
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scrt that you saw no one, especially at Rome, Athens, 
and Prague, where you remained for some time." 

" Good, very good ! " said the young woman, with 
an impatient little snap of the fingers. *' Admirable 
detective work! Is that all?" 

"Wait a bit! You travelled like the mtelligent 
woman that you are, visiting everything, taking notes, 
being introduced to influential or remarkable people ; 
well received everywhere, — that goes without the say- 
ing, — but raising on your way tempests of curiosity." 

" And were you there to still these tempests ? " 

She spoke in a hard voice ; and her fine face, the 
dull pallor of which was ordinarily hardly tinged with 
colour beneath its ivory transparence, had become pur- 
ple with a tide of red which did not flow back, so 
profound an annoyance was there beneath this show 
of irritation, so much real embarrassment beneath this 
anger. 

" Was I there ? Sometimes." 

" So that I have had you ceaselessly at my heels I 
Charming ! " 

" Ah, be just at least ! Confess that I did not annoy 
you." 

" Nonsense I You are not telling the truth. If you 
had followed me in my travels through Europe, I should 
have met you, seen you somewhere at least once or 
twice. Worse than that, you would have come to see 
me, to speak to me, to bore me with your love." 

" The expression is cruel, my dear Luce," said the 
young man, in a tone of real grief, of heart-broken re- 
proach^ "but the sincerity of it cannot be doubted. 
And that is why, while I often came near you, as I 



Digitized 



by Google 



14 MADAME D'ORGEVAUTS HUSBAND. 

had a right to do, I managed in such a way as not to 
annoy you. I was unobtrusive ; it was my duty." 

" Yes, yes ; I beg your pardon. But why will you 
not understand me?" 

«* I do understand. You see very well that I under- 
stand. But I still hope. Ah, Luce, you have changed 
me utterly ! Before I came here I tried to put on 
again the old man, — the old man which was, as you 
are not ignorant, a very gay young man, or at least ex- 
tremely philosophical. See, that is how I succeeded ! " 

As he spoke, he whom the servant had announced as 
the Prince de Dhun — that is to say, the younger 
brother of the illustrious house of Dhun-Thurigny, the 
title of the elder being duke — showed with a smile 
not free from pride something moist which glittered at 
the inner angle of his eyelid. 

" Ah, yes," said he ; " it goes so far as that ! Why 
should I pretend to be brave? I love you even to 
tears, my dear Luce." 

Without great surprise, but more and more moved, 
the young woman looked at him as he bent toward 
her, almost kneeling, in a very humble and piteous at- 
titude, which it needed all his elegance and all his 
youth to save from being ridiculous. 

** Is it really you, Paul, — you who — " 

" Yes, I, who made love to you so gayly at Orgevaut." 

" Oh, gayly ! Not always. But valiantly, sometimes, 
whatever you may say. Witness a certain evening, the 
last which we spent together." 

*' It is true ; that night I went too far. It cost me 
dear ; the happiness of seeing you, my only happiness, — 
nothing more nor less." 
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" Oh ! your only happiness ? Do you count for noth- 
ing the pleasure of being called Popol by — the most 
agreeable half of the world ? Remember your confi- 
dences, — the confidences with which you honoured me 
in the days when you amused yourself by calling me 
*aunt' on every possible occasion." 

" What old memories ! " 

** Memories three years old, — no more." 

"But had I not changed greatly, long before oxur 
separation ? " 

" Too greatly for my liking. I preferred you as you 
were at first." 

"You liked me better so because you never loved me, 
and because I did not yet love you at that time." 

** Exactly. But sit down again." 

M. de Dhun had profited by the change in the tone 
of the conversation to try to press with his gloved hand 
the beautifiil bare hand which was straying among the 
ample silky folds of the peignoir. He understood from 
a swift backward movement, still more than from the 
tone of the order which had been given him, the unsea- 
sonableness of bold tactics and the danger of too great 
haste. He obediently resumed his place. 
^ " At any rate," said he, " have you forgiven me ? " 

** I must confess, my dear friend, that I have not 
often had occasion to think of your misdemeanours. 
But since you have reminded me of them, — by your 
presence in the first place, and then by a direct allu- 
sion, — I must tell you that I shall have some difficulty 
in absolving you entirely. The embarrassment which 
I felt just now, — an embarrassment which was ill- 
concealed, as you may have observed, and so lively 
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that I could think of nothing better, in the confusion 
of the first moment, than to turn my back upon you, 
most impolitely, upon a pretext of writing, — that em- 
barrassment must prove to you clearly that henceforth 
all intimacy between us will be difficult, not to say 
impossible." 

" Still, circumstances are no longer the same. It 
seems to me that in the actual condition of affairs — " 

" You mean my widowhood? *' 

** Precisely. That which was offensive to you during 
your husband's lifetime, or which became so because 
of a momentary madness, which for an hour made me 
forgetful of the proprieties, of the respect, of — " 

" Never mind that. My dear Paul, I see what you 
are going to say. Having deserved to be turned away 
as a lover, you are going to endeavour to assume the 
character of a respectable suitor." 

" It is done already, ray dear Luce. I have loved 
you for three years, and I have been waiting for you 
for two." 

" It is a pity, then, that you did not always show so 
much patience." 

"Ah!— still?" 

" Still I " murmured the young woman, with the grave 
and deep intonation which she had once already bor- 
rowed from her guest, the better to mock him. 

" Then you have not pardoned me, and you never 
will?" 

Madame d'Orgevaut looked, with the severity of a 
judge, at the Prince de Dhun, who could hardly be 
more than two or three years older than she, and 
whose expression was sufficiently contrite, as his bear- 
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ing was sufficiently distinguished, to win some indul- 
gence from a young widow, even though seriously 
offended. Then, suddenly unbending her frowning 
brow, she pronounced slowly, with a pretty smile 
upon her lips, this sentence, at once mercifiil and 
terrible, — 

" I will forgive you with all my heart, if you promise 
never to say a word about your love." 

" At that price, of what use do you suppose your 
indulgence can be to me? " 

"Ah, think, consider ! You can accept or refuse, zA 
you like. Become my nephew again; commit more 
follies, — amusing ones, that you may have entertaining 
confessions to make to me. On these terms I will be- 
come your best friend again, as I used to be. Come, 
the case is argued. Do you accept? " 

« Never!" said the young man, shaking his head 
with a serious and mournful expression. 

" Ah, take care ! " said Madame d'Orgevaut, whose 
blue eyes grew hard. 

*' Of what? You condemn me to death, and threaten 
me afterward, — a woman's justice and logic ! " 

There was so much bitterness, so much weariness and 
discouragement in these words, and especially in the 
tone in which they were spoken, that the handsome 
young woman felt her severity yielding. 

" Well, what is it that you want ? " she asked. 

" I want you to marry me." 

"Is that all? You know very well that that can- 
not be." 

"Not at all ; I see nothing to prevent it, except your 
lack of inclination. I am older than you — " 
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"By how many months?" asked Madame d*Orge- 
vaut, mockingly, and with a somewhat contemptuous 
smile. She seemed determined to treat the matter 
as a jest. 

" The number of months or years is of small impor- 
tance. In the first place, I am a suitable match ; and 
as a woman cannot get along indefinitely — " 

" Bah ! I should rather believe the converse. Come, 
I am glad to see that you are becoming gay again, — 
which is your fashion of returning to life. I shall not 
reproach you for it, certainly. You see, dear boy, your 
nature restricts you to comic roles." 

" Thank you ! Tell me at once that I am a poor, 
trifling creature — " 

"No; but you were evidently bom to laugh and 
to make others laugh, — to amuse yourself and your 
friends." 

" Then that is it, — the great, the inexcusable fault I 
You do not think me serious enough to assure your 
happiness. Do you think that any one else, of your 
own station, would succeed better? " 

" I do not know whether a man, no matter of what 
station, can ever assure a woman's happiness. I lack 
experience in this respect." 

"What you say is not complimentary to my late 
uncle D*Orgevaut." 

"Your uncle D'Orgevaut never pretended to make 
me happy, but simply associated with his life a woman 
who would not make it unhappy, — which was infinitely 
more modest and wiser. " 

" Yes, he associated you with his life and his work. 
You studied political economy together for five years, 
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for you married him when you were just eighteen 1 At 
eighteen you were the wife of a political economist of 
nine-and-thirty ! He was a member of the Institute, 
it is true, but still an economist. His wife and his 
secretary I — for you were his secretary." 

" And it is not the smallest claim which he acquired 
to my gratitude that he considered me worthy to aid 
him in his work, that he gave me a laborious and 
happy life at his side." 

"Well, do you know one thing, Luce? To live with 
you for five years, I too would study political economy; 
and for a whole life at your side, I would even join the 
Institute." 

" Oh ! you are exaggerating again." 

" No, no. Luce 1 I swear to you that I will do what 
you like, whatever is necessary. Command me ! By 
the change which has taken place already in my char- 
acter, my habits, my whole person, judge what more 
may take place with the help of your look and your 
presence. Do not discourage me. Make of me the 
man which I need to be to please you, to deserve your 
love and your condescension. Luce, I love you like a 
madman." 

" Yes, alas ! like a madman, my poor Paul ! " 

" Like a man, simply." 

He had risen once more, and carried away by his 
words, had seized Madame d'Orgevaut's hands, which 
he was kissing all the way to the elbows. The young 
woman did not resist. The furrow which had formed 
between her brows was not a sign of anger. It 
seemed as though a sudden and dreamy torpor had 
softened her heart without smoothing her pensive brow. 
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She was not like an indignant woman who becomes 
angry at an aggressor, or arms herself against an attack ; 
but neither was she like a conquered and disarmed 
woman who grows tender before yielding. She was 
rather like one who listens absent-mindedly to the 
voice of a wayfarer, and wishes that another voice 
might sing for her the same melody. 

Mistaking the meaning of this expression, M. de 
Dhun cried, — 

" Ah, you see ! My distress has touched you at 
last. You could not see and hear me without compas- 
sion, without some S3rmpathy. Luce, you will under- 
stand me; you will judge me better; you will love 
me — " ^^ 

" Alas ! i am afraid not." 

"But that is regret." 

" Perhaps I did regret, indeed, when I saw yon so 
much in love, so sincere, that »my nature does not 
sympathize more with yours. In any case, as this sin- 
cerity sheds a light retrospectively upon the scene in 
the vestibule at Orgevaut, I feel inclined to clemency, 
and I pardon you without conditions." 

** I may come here ? " 

" From time to time." 

" And tell you that I love you? " 

'*As seldom as possible." 

" And try to make you love me? " 

"That is a right which one always has. 

The young man's face lighted up, and it was all the 
better for him; for a despairing or even a mournful 
expression became him but ill, or did not become him 
long. His frank and bt)ld countenance, manly with<- 
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out great nobleness or great beauty, needed a smile to 
be seen in its best light. 

" Well, I will come back soon, — the day after to- 
morrow, for instance. It will not be too soon? " 

At that moment the sound of a bell was heard out- 
side. Madame d'Orgevaut raised her eyes to a clock, 
the hands of which pointed to two or three minutes 
before noon. 

" Why, it is breakfast-time," she cried, " and I am 
not dressed, thanks to you ! I, who have guests, — that 
is to say, a guest, a savant, who helps me to collect and 
arrange as well as possible the disorderly notes left by 
M. d'Orgevaut. My husband's publisher wishes me to 
make a volume of them, which is to apper «* as a post- 
humous work in the complete collection. \'ou can un- 
derstand that I could not manage it alone, since the 
publisher wishes me to write the preface in his name. 
It was that with which I was busy when you came in. 
I will not keep you to breakfast, because I am afraid 
of—" 

"Besides," interrupted M. de Dhun, smiling, "my 
costume would not be suitable. I came without pre- 
meditation on horseback, as I was riding, and in ac- 
cordance with my recollection of directions which were 
somewhat vague — " 

" By the way, you have not yet told me from whom 
you learned the secret of my retreat." 

"It was from our charming cousin, Lauriane de 
Rosembray." 

" What a gossip and what a scatter-brains ! There 
is one, at least, who ought to sympathize with you." 

" She learned this secret herself from Madame Bour- 
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goiSy who is a serious woman, and who ought to please 
you, but who none the less betrays her friends." 

" Oh, a little sooner or a little later I As I intend to 
spend the whole summer here, — every summer, indeed, 
for the country makes me sad, and watering-places dis- 
gust me — I have just come from a watering-place ; 
did you know that also?" 

There was a shade of uneasiness in her look, although 
her voice was indifferent and mocking. 

** No," said M. de Dhun, " I did not ; I lost track of 
you in the spring." 

" I spent the whole month of June at Aix, waiting 
until this house should be ready to receive my furniture. 
The day after to-morrow then, if you like." 

The door of the outer room had just opened, and 
the expected guest was crossing its threshold. The 
Prince de Dhun pressed Madame d*Orgevaut*s hand, 
and then withdrew. But as he was going out of the 
room, he had the adroitness to draw back politely to 
allow the new visitor to pass, which enabled him to 
inspect him from head to foot. 

"That is a very young and very well-scented sa- 
vant," he murmured, as he went away. " It is aston- 
ishing to see how civilized learning is becoming. It is 
extraordinary ! If these people take it into their heads 
to copy our little elegances, we shall soon be obliged to 
know as much as they do, that we may hold our own 
\inthout too great disadvantages. Still, I never saw one 
of that calibre. Jove ! what a pretty savant ; and I 
love her like a fool, — this fascinating Luce ! " 

While the young prince was philosophizing bitterly 
as he went on his horse through the dusty bridle-paths 
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of the Bois, which took him home by the longest way, 
Madame d*Orgevaut, clad in a fresh gown the mauve 
colour of which was like the last reflection of an expiring 
mourning, was breakfasting alone with the posthumous 
collaborator of her husband. It is somewhat difficult to 
know what M. d'Orgevaut's soul, floating in the ether, 
thought of it. But any one who had examined, even 
as hastily as M. de Dhun had done, this savant with a 
blond beard, irreproachable dress, and magnificent green 
eyes, set in dark circles, — no doubt the result of nights 
of study, — any one who could have seen him at work, 
that is, lance in rest before his handsome hostess, would 
have easily imderstood the alarm of the suitor who had 
just taken his departure. 
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II. 



Luce de la Blanchaye, before she became, in the 
early part of her nineteenth year, the envied bride of 
Count Eloi d'Orgevaut, member of the Institute (Moral 
and Political Science), a large landed proprietor in the 
Norman Vexin, a famous cattle-breeder, a capitalist of 
high rank, and a distinguished publicist, — Luce de la 
Blanchaye had led the narrow life of a daughter of a 
country squire, and even a more sordid existence. 

Her father, who in his later days had come to be 
without a shilling, had long been in easy circumstances. 
Having, like many of his kind, wasted his substance 
by undertaking, with the ruinous assistance of a crowd 
of business men in his province, experiments in agri- 
culture and real-estate speculations beyond his strength, 
he really believed that he was indemnifying his daugh- 
ter for the loss of a respectable patrimony by giving 
her an education as complete as was possible under the 
most recent programmes for the instruction of young 
women. Extremely ignorant himself, and consequently 
deeply imbued with what one might term the supersti- 
tion of learning, he devoted his last resources to paying 
for Luce's education in an establishment in Paris which 
was famous for its success at the examinations, and for 
the number of diplomas secured by its graduates. He 
believed that the young girl would quickly find a re- 
source against poverty among the numerous means of 
earning a livelihood which, as every one knows, are 
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distributed to poor young girls by the examining com* 
mittees which sit at the H6tel de Ville and the Prefec- 
ture. For once in a way it happened that a stupid 
father, having foolishly discounted the problematical 
value of a " certificate of capacity," was not at fault in 
his idiotic calculation. 

It was, indeed, precisely by means of this luxuriant 
education, which sterilizes the lives of so many women 
in our day, that Luce captivated the husband who was 
needed to save her from dying of hunger. At first, 
although having a smattering of political economy, 
Latin, and even Greek, she had succeeded only in 
arousing the enthusiasm of one of her examiners, who, 
smitten with admiration for so fine a specimen of the 
new type of woman invented by modem society, had 
come near kissing her, — for the love of Greek, no 
doubt. 

Count d'Orgevaut was approaching his fortieth year, 
and was beginning to find Ufe somewhat wearisome, 
without venturing to say so, or to allow it to appear. 
His situation and his tastes were alike opposed to fol- 
lies which might have diverted him. There remained 
marriage, — a panacea equally applicable either as a 
stimulant or as a sedative to all the ills of bachelor life. 
But to marry when one is turning gray, to escort amid 
balls, parties, and the snares of society a young and 
pretty woman who bears your name and has the guar- 
dianship of your honour, is as irksome as it seems rash. 
It appears, moreover, absolutely incompatible with a 
life which is in the slightest degree laborious. Conse- 
quently Count d*Orgevaut sought, even in his province, 
some person who was respectable and simple, and at the 
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same time sufficiently attractive. Just at that moment 
Mademoiselle Luce de la Blanchaye returned to 
Gisors, to her invalid father, loaded down with diplo- 
mas, poor to the point of indigence, but dazzlingly 
beautiful, and as much to be pitied as one can be when 
of the two greatest advantages in the world one possesses 
only that which is nothing ^athout the other. The 
young girl, who had not been able to obtain a suitable 
position in Paris, had been reduced to modestly beg- 
ging for employment This terrible task, so cruel and 
humiliating, she performed with perfect dignity, setting 
all her friends at work, appealing to the ban and arrihre^ 
ban of her family and connections, without false shame 
as without excessive indifference. But it was no easy 
matter ; they thought her too young or too pretty, or 
both; and to bring into one's house a governess of 
such beauty one would have needed to be neither wife 
nor mother, nor even a true woman. As for the men, 
from fifteen to sixty they all voted for the candidate 
with compromising enthusiasm. Ah I the poor child 
would never have lacked the support of the male sex ; it 
was rather some way of utilizing it virtuously, — for she 
was virtuous from head to foot, virtuous and serious. 

At this stage of affairs, a relative of M. d'Orgevaut 
having in the presence of the latter warmly recom- 
mended Mademoiselle de la Blanchaye to a rich lady 
of the neighbourhood who was in search of a companion, 
the yoxmg savant (one is young very late in life when 
one is a savant) was happily curious to see this marvel, 
so highly praised and so difficult to dispose of, as is the 
case with many valuable articles. His plan was chari- 
table, moreover. Being temporarily without a secre- 
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tary, he had some interrupted work which he designed 
intrusting to the protegee of his relative for the pre- 
liminary putting in shape. 

It can hardly be said that he was dazzled at the first 
interview, for, being near-sighted, it took him some 
time to distinguish a handsome face from a broom- 
handle ; but after two conversations, in which the young 
girl had given him an account of the method of classi- 
fication adopted by her to put into some sort of order 
the documents which she returned to him, he was com- 
pletely subjugated. 

And indeed, with her tall and willowy figure, her ex- 
quisite features, her fathomless eyes, her thoughtful 
expression, her poor but always becoming garb, her 
dignified and reserved bearing, and her musical voice. 
Luce possessed that with which to charm any man, 
even a near-sighted one, and above all a serious 
one ; and if to the effect of the atmosphere of en- 
chantment which surrounded in all circumstances so 
finished a type of perfection is joined the condition 
of rapture into which by the very nature of things 
the savant must have been thrown when he dis- 
covered a well of learning and a fountain of wisdom 
beneath such exquisitely chaste and divine graces, you 
will have the explanation of the burst of enthusiasm 
which cast M. d'Orgevaut, tremblmg and imrecogni- 
zable, at the feet of Mademoiselle de la Blanchaye at 
the end of their third discussion of comparative statis- 
tics. This pure fever soon grew calm, it is true, in the 
breast of the member of the Institute, whose organiza- 
tion had been unaccustomed since his youth to pro- 
longed vibrations ; but when the delirium gave place to 
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reflection, none of his essential resolutions were de- 
stroyed. Two months later Luce was a countess, allied 
to the Institute, and half-a-dozen times a millionaire. 

Count Eloi d'Orgevaut had no reason to regret at 
first this unforeseen choice, in which a wholesome in- 
tuition of his true interests had had as large a share, 
perhaps, as a sudden intoxication. A few weeks of Ufe 
in common were sufficient to convince him entirely 
that he had found a wife who was very usefiil and at 
the same time very charming, which must certainly 
constitute supreme happiness for an economist. Never 
would he have suspected, without the daily, practical 
demonstration which was afforded him, that so much 
learning and so profound a mind could be reconciled 
with so indisputably feminine a charm. Neither Ques- 
nay. Smith, nor Ricardo, neither Bastiat nor Say, Rossi 
nor Carey, had any mysteries for the new countess, — 
impenetrable mysteries, at any rate; and even the 
somewhat original methods of M. d'Orgevaut, a wisely 
innovating statistician, quickly became familiar to her. 

For her part, Luce had little leisure to regret^ that 
her husband was not younger nor more ardent This 
broad life, beautiful and busy, which followed without 
tnmsition the degrading terrors of absolute want, the 
torment of profound poverty, which one conceals from 
charity if not from vanity; that abundance of mate- 
rial and mental comfort which flows from the whole- 
some opulence of great agricultural estates, and which 
absorbs cares as it drowns painful memories; all the 
pleasures of wealth and all the satisfactions of labor, — 
everything, including the illusion of a useful happiness, 
80 dear to serious minds, prevented the young wife 
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from dreaming of an)rthing beyond this fair dream in 
real life. The count, moreover, was far from being 
unworthy of an affectionate esteem. H6 was not, as 
one might imagine, one of those grotesque figures of 
science, one of those rich amateurs who by dint of 
laborious perseverance at length cause their right to 
academic dignity to be acknowledged, and who are 
recompensed for having known how to work in spite of 
their fortune, as a prize of encouragement is given to 
certain scholars able to gain patronage or reputation 
for an establishment by their presence. He was, in 
simple truth, a man of intellectual value who had 
grown pale and dry over books for other purposes than 
for the sake of gratif)dng his vanity, and who knew all 
that could be known in a branch of learning which is 
still at the dawn of its usefulness. 

His home was luxurious and at the same time se- 
vere ; no meanness of detail marred it. The chateau 
of Orgevaut especially, his favourite country-place, the 
abode of his ancestors, which he left only two or three 
times a year for his house in the Rue d*Astorg or one 
of his distant estates, had a noble appearance. It 
combined something of the ancient feudal majesty with 
the comfortable magnificence of the finest country- 
houses of our day. Old gray walls, restored ; vast 
rooms, dark hangings, carved furniture, dim gilding; 
then, immense lawns, tall imposing hedges, and flocks 
grazing at large in the park; the most perfect agri- 
cultural implements lying about everywhere, new sheds> 
and full bams ; finally, a whole world of labourers and 
tenants. The activity of a great and prosperous 
ferm, encroaching upon the reserved land, — that was 
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what one saw at Orgevaut; that was what enchanted 
Luce, lulled her, and put her to sleep m a tranquil 
satiety. As for the count himself, tall, pale, well bred 
and gentle, a woman might well have loved him, and his 
wife especially; for she saw him ever charitable and 
compassionate for all misfortunes, with his hand always 
open for alms, disillusioned concerning his own learn- 
ing, the impotence of which he had probably dis- 
covered, but unable to abandon the habit of work; 
congenial, in short, and winning attachment in course 
of time. 

But she did not love him, stopping short at esteem, 
gratitude, and those mixed sentiments which do not 
absorb one's whole nature. If he observed this, he 
suffered Httle from it at first. His wife was precisely 
what he had hoped that she would be, — an intelligent 
and faithful companion, an assistant as devoted as she 
was skilful. 

Nor did Luce suffer much from this dearth of 
tender feelings, amid the abundance of all other bless- 
ings. Still, if any one had explored her heart, he 
would, without any doubt, have discovered an empty spot, 
an enclosure guarded against all intrusion; the place 
of him who is always to come, or, at any rate, whose 
coming is awaited until the end, — until the end of 
beauty, of hope, of life. For a woman, no matter how 
serious and rational she may be, never wholly re- 
nounces love ; at most she thinks of transposing its ro- 
mance into the graver key of restrained passion. The 
Countess d*Orgevaut knew that she would never have 
a lover if her husband lived twenty years longer. But 
in the first place it was not certain that he would live 
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all that time (as will be seen by the sequel), and be- 
sides, one does not need a lover in order to love. 
Philosophically or psychologically, one can get along 
without him admirably ; as for the physiological point 
of view, most women are, or strive to be, ignorant of 
it to the last extremity, which is bounded by their 
fortieth year. 

Apart from this trifling mental reservation, all the 
more lawful because it was almost unconscious, Ma- 
dame d'Orgevaut had no need to feign more happi- 
ness than she felt. She was happy. Only, from 
time to time, when she unexpectedly passed, toward 
evening, through some farmyard where lads and 
lasses were sporting together, she would quicken her 
steps, and then would stop thoughtful a little way off, 
to ponder over half-seen attitudes, over looks that had 
been exchanged, over a brutal embrace or an animal 
caress. Not that the least breath of sensual desire 
ascended to her brain with the odour of the new-mown 
hay or the ripe wheat, with the soft fragrance of the vin- 
tage or the sharp savour of the apple harvest ; but amid 
these rural surroundings, where human manifestations 
are so like those of animals, she had a better under- 
standing of the general law by virtue of which mating 
springs from a free choice, or from a conquest which is 
submitted to. If she could not succeed in loving M. 
d'Orgevaut, it was because she had not chosen him, and . 
because circumstances had imposed him upon her as her 
husband ; he had not imposed himself, by his strength 
or his merit, as did these great fellows who conquered 
a mistress by the strength of their arms. 

Must he necessarily come, would he ever come, — 
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this master? That is what Madame d*Orgevaut asked 
herself, at long intervals, during these short moments of 
anxious revery. In any case, he was in no haste to 
make his appearance, whoever he might be ; for she 
saw about her, when she received or paid visits, only 
somniferous members of society, little qualified to tame 
and subjugate her. To subjugate as well as to fasci- 
nate her would be the task of the man who should 
aspire to her love. In spite of the calmness, the 
sweetness, the reserve of her character, Luce was 
proud. The expansion of her intelligence, the matu- 
rity of her mind, the extreme development of her fec- 
ulties, and her superabundance of acquired ideas, all 
of which render women of ordinary disposition simply 
pedantic, had made her proud and haughty at the 
bottom of her heart. Her good taste and the perfect 
poise of her manners alone prevented any appearance 
of this infatuation with herself, very real and after 
all very legitimate in principle, though dangerous in 
fact. 

For most persons the danger of this excessive culti- 
vation of the feminine intellect lies wholly in the germ 
of ridiculous pretension, scientific or literary, which it 
inevitably develops. Behind the woman learned to sat- 
uration, they see the blue stocking. They see and 
4iread only that, when there is something else to dread, 
— the woman who thinks that she is able to get along 
without man, who fancies herself competent to direct 
herself, alone, always, when she condescends not to 
think herself capable of governing everybody, men and 
women. Now, there is hardly any error more perni- 
cious tha^i this ; and it is only by means of extravagant 
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sophistry that it has been possible to attempt (theoreti- 
cally) to rid woman of this masculine yoke, which 
weighs so lightly upon her, and which renders her, and 
all humanity as well, so many and great services. 

Luce, consequently, was little disposed to give her- 
self a master in the future, while she sometimes re- 
gretted, with more or less logic, that she did not have 
one in the present. 

Among her husband's relatives and friends, one man 
alone pleased her ; it was precisely the one of whom 
she thought least seriously, and who, less than any 
other, gave promise of being eventually her master. 
The Prince de Dhun-Thurigny (for his family, if not 
he himself, were proud of this double name, twice illus- 
trious and famous) was the nephew of M. d'Orgevaut, 
the second son of the count's elder sister. 

Until the marriage of this respectable and prema- 
turely staid uncle, Paul de Dhun, whose sole occupa- 
tion was to lead a merry life, had shown but little 
eagerness to profit by the avuncular shooting. But 
firom the time of that marriage he had begun to fre- 
quent these well-stocked preserves, even during the 
season when game could not serve as a pretext for his 
, assiduity. After having appeared but seldom, he now 
appeared often, — too often, perhaps. 

Luce, however, was far from being bored by this; 
quite the contrary. The Prince de Dhun, unlike the 
duke, his elder brother, was an example, as rare as it 
is charming, of the man of society without affectation ; 
distinguished, but good-natured, jovial and simple be- 
neath his faultless elegance. As the duke affected 
importwce in the performance of the smallest rites of 
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his caste, — whether paying a visit to the heir to the 
throne or receiving at Thurigny the aristocracy of the 
neighbourhood, — so the prince displayed an amiable 
simphcity in all his actions. Without ever indulging in 
the somewhat broad humour which is the failing of gay 
fellows of every rank, he loved to laugh and jest, even 
though he took himself as a butt and ridiculed his own 
weaknesses, — a very French quality, and one which 
helped not a little to make him attractive. He amused 
Madame d*Orgevaut, who did not dislike to have peo- 
ple compel her to smile, so long as it was done with- 
out the aid of any triviality of attitude or language. He 
therefore quickly made great progress in the liking of 
his young relative, whom he called " aunt," when the 
three of them were together, but " Luce " when they 
were alone. When M. d'Orgevaut was present, tfee 
young priace told his "aunt" all sorts of droll stories, 
but when he was alone with " Luce," he preferred to 
ask her advice on the best means of employing his 
time and his heart. 

This double game went on for a long while without 
embarrassment or danger. Madame d'Orgevaut smiled 
with the same smile, grave and a little haughty, but 
adorable, upon the stories and confidences of this 
nephew, who was two years older than she, and who 
seemed to her so really her junior. While she touched 
but lightly on the details, always somewhat question- 
able, of the matter, she enjoyed giving him advice, 
scolding him, setting him right in what she called an 
" ill-directed existence." So far as she was concerned, 
she felt only simple amusement or a vague interest. 
Unfortunately, men never perceive fine distinctions. 
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and in their eyes a pretty woman who listens to them 
is a pretty woman who will consent to listen to every- 
thing. The Prince de Dhun, who had not been able to 
associate long with a person so marvellously gifted in 
every respect without having his emotions and desires 
aroused, ended, after a short struggle with himself, by 
seriously losing his heart. There were on his part, at 
first, after the immemorial custom of well-bred young 
men, certain timid allusions, indirect avowals, and half- 
concealed appeals, to which, naturally, a deaf ear was 
turned. Then came long looks, mute reproaches, and 
sudden melancholy ; the gayety of the nephew vanished 
swiftly, while the kindly friendliness of the aunt dimin- 
ished from day to day. At last, one fine evening, as 
they were returning from a solitary walk, which the 
young man's entreaties had succeeded in prolonging 
beyond the usual limit, into the winding depths of the 
most lonely paths in the great, silent park, Paul de 
Dhun ventured to retain and press gently the hand 
which Luce had held out to him for the usual, com- 
monplace " good-night." 

They were alone in the hall of the chateau. The 
count had retired early to his own apartments, not to 
work, but to still, by dangerous remedies, the frightful 
pains in his head from which he was beginning to 
suffer, and which were a few months later to cause his 
tragic death. The great paved hall was empty and 
silent, lighted by the moon and by the faint rays of a 
hanging lamp; no servant was there, and they could 
hear no sound nor sign of life around. M. de Dhun 
leaned toward the countess. 

" Luce," said he, in a choked and trembling voice. 
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singularly expressive, "must I go? I can stand it no 
longer.** 

With a violent start and a flashing look, Madame 
d'Orgevaut repelled him as she released his. hand. 
Then, erect and proud, yet calm, "By all means, 
yes ! " said she, emphasizing her words by an ener- 
getic and haughty gesture of her head ; and assuming 
her coldest and most dignified air, she added, " Your 
very question is an insult. Good-by ! " 

Proud and contemptuous, she was about to pass 
on. 

" Luce ! one word, for pity's sake 1 " said the poor 
fellow, in a broken voice, as he rose. 

"Take care lest I speak that word, and it be 
heard 1 " 

" What do I care now? I shall go away to-morrow. 
Ah ! there are some things which a woman like you 
cannot understand. In the first place — " 

"And which I hope that I never shall understand. 
Good-by, sir. Let me never see you again. I shall 
try to forget — " 

" Oh, you will forget ! But II Ah I believe me. 
Luce, what you have done was not right. You knew 
that I loved you, that I adored you — " 

"I swear to you that I never suspected it in the 
least; but even if I had, do you think that an 
excuse ? ** 

" Yes, it is one ; be sure of that. We men — you 
say it yourselves often enough to know it — do not 
feel as you do ; we can control ourselves only within 
certain limits, which you should not allow us to over- 
step without a warning, without crying out, ' Halt ! ' " 
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"Indeed? Well, so be it ! It is my duty to ask 
pardon of you. I blame myself, without absolving 
you." 

Almost entirely composed and reassured, she had 
resumed her air of tranquil superiority, as well as that 
contemptuous curl to her lip which gave, at times, an 
irritating charm to her beauty. 

" Yes," went on M. de Dhun, who also was recover- 
ing from his great emotion, '* you despise me because 
I have not been able to control a passionate impulse, 
the outburst of my senses. Well, my dear Luce, I 
trust that you may never have to struggle without 
winning. You think yourself strong, and so you are, 
— in the sort of combat in which I have not shone 
brilliantly. But remember this: you will be weak, 
like all of your kind, against romance, if it ever in- 
vades your life. Every one has some way of failing; 
your turn will come." 

With this philosophic prediction, which proved that 
the young prince had not always wasted his time with 
women, the interview ended. M. de Dhun walked off 
without excessive haste, after a grave and sad bow. 
Madame d'Orgevaut went to her apartment, with her 
feelings still excited, but with less anger and ill-will 
than she had expected. The next morning early, the 
Prince de Dhun left the chateau. 

Less than a year after this pathetic adventure, 
Count filoi d'Orgevaut was found dead one morning 
on the floor of his study. He lay fully dressed, be- 
side his table, upon which his lamp was still burning, 
with his face covered with a handkerchief saturated with 
chloroform ; a phial, half filled with this Uquid, and 
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carefully corked, lay upon the floor within reach of 
his hand. 

This singular death, apart from the very sincere and 
natural sadness which it caused Luce, impressed her 
very strongly. The stage-setting with which the event 
seemed to have been surrounded, as if purposely, 
caused her many a wakeful night, as the result of cer- 
tain insinuations which did not fail to be heard. Was 
it a simple accident, or a suicide, or even a crime? 
To her, the hypothesis of crime was inadmissible, and 
that of suicide was wholly improbable. Still, it could 
not be concealed from her that certain charitable souls 
in the neighbourhood had chosen the former, while cer- 
tain others were inclined to favour the latter. Such 
malevolence would have been inexpUcable if the open- 
ing of M. d'Orgevaut's will had not revived sundry 
terrible jealousies, — those provincial jealousies which 
are always produced by a "good marriage." The 
count left to his wife the usufruct of all his property, 
without exception, the ownership being vested by 
him in his nephews, the De Dhuns, his nearest male 
relatives. 

Luce suffered cruelly from these calumnies, and all 
the more cruelly because she felt more lonely, being 
now really alone in the world. Her father had been 
long dead ; her husband's relatives, even the most dis- 
tant ones, having each hoped for some fragment of the 
royal heritage, turned a cold shoulder to her, as if feel- 
ing themselves defrauded by her. The prince had not 
returned to Orgevaut, and the duke felt somewhat 
hardly toward his uncle's widow, whom he thought too 
richly dowered, and who he believed might make him 
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wait indefinitely for the large share of the estate which 
had fallen to him. She knew that no one would de- 
fend her, — except perhaps the prince, whom she judged 
rightly ; for he defended her with all the weight of his 
authority, which was, alas ! almost nothing. A woman 
in spite of herself in her habits of thought, she was in 
torture for months when she thought that they must 
everywhere pretend to believe her not wholly discon- 
nected with her husband's death. 

It never occurred to her that she might, indeed, be 
in a measure connected with it. M. d'Orgevaut had 
been obliged on account of his health to modify his 
manner of life little by little. His temper did not be- 
come soured, but it grew less placid and chilly as his 
character grew more tender and communicative. After 
for some time seeing in his wife a useful aid or com- 
rade, he had returned, under the influence of approach- 
ing death and forced idleness, — perhaps also of the 
scientific disenchantment which had taken possession of 
him, — he had returned to his short-lived tenderness, 
to that fleeting longing for sympathy which had shown 
him in Luce a wife, a woman to be loved. But Luce 
had never noticed this; and the poor man had died 
dreary, alone, suffering martyrdom, and chloroforming 
himself, — with a somewhat reluctant hand, perhaps. 

His widow lived cloistered at Orgevaut for several 
months, then travelled, then forgot. 
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III. 



A COUPLE of days after his visit to the villa in the 
Bois de Boulogne, the Prince de Dhun was breakfast- 
ing at home, in the Avenue de Matignon, alone with 
his brother. 

The head of the house of Dhun, who had recently 
married an heiress from the Vivarais, now never lived 
in Paris. Indeed, he had never been a very thorough 
Parisian ; he was by vocation a great land-holder. 

As one looked at the brothers sitting opposite each 
other, one might have made two observations of gen- 
eral interest : the first — which is commonplace enough 
— is that brotherhood does not always create a Uke- 
ness, even one purely physical ; and the second is that 
the descendants of a single noble stock may furnish 
both pros and cons for people who still argue concern- 
ing the influence of birth upon natural distinction of 
manners. 

Both duke and prince were sprung from an old fam- 
ily of ancient Helvetia, which had taken root in all 
directions about the fourteenth centur>', principally in 
France, or in what was later to become the soil of 
France. This family, wandering and swarming at its 
first appearance in history, but subsequently reduced 
by war and adventure, was represented toward the end 
of the seventeenth century by two French branches. 
One settled in the Boulonnais, at Thurigny, the name 
of which it had taken ; the other had drawn near the 
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cradle of the race, and had settled in the Jura^ at a 
spot which owed them a new baptism, and was called 
after them "Dhun." In the eighteenth century the 
two names, which had received abundant glory in war 
and in diplomacy, were united in the person of Ro- 
dolphe de Dhun, Duke de Dhun, Marquis de Thurigny, 
prince of the Holy Empire, lieutenant-general, then 
governor of a province, then ambassador, a personal 
friend of Maria Theresa, of Joseph II., and of all the 
Hapsburgs, with whom he had discovered a vague com- 
munity of origin, founded on their springing from the 
same country, which did not prevent his being always 
well received at court under Louis XV., because he was 
as acute a diplomat as he was a brave fighter and an 
intrepid drinker. It was from this Franco-Swiss that 
the two brothers were descended. But while the 
younger had inherited all the winning grace, the tact, 
and the aristocratic ease of this aristocratic ancestor, 
the elder had retained only what heavy and Germanic 
arrogance still remained in a blood even yet but ill 
Gallicized. 

** Do you know that you have changed a great deal, 
my poor little Paul? " 

They were finishing breakfast at a small table placed 
before a^i open window in the dining-room of a bachelor 
apartment which opened on the avenue, twenty yards 
from the Cirque. 

"What do you mean by that, my dear Guillaume? " 

''Well," said the duke, sitting back in his chair 
as he lit an enormous cigar, "I mean that your 
complexion, like your temper, seems to me much 
deteriorated." 
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Certainly the prince's appearance could not without 
immense disadvantage be compared to that of his 
brother, who, stout and florid, with full cheeks and a 
brilliant eye, had the physique of a handsome, well-fed 
reiter. Besides, the brothers differed as much in the 
general structure of their bodies as in their faces. Paul, 
not very tall and rather slender; possessed that some- 
what frail elegance which rarely belongs to healthy 
men ; Guillaume, with his tall and powerful figure, ap- 
peared to belong to a by-gone age. There was no 
need to observe the paleness of the one and the rich 
colour of the other, the irregular delicacy of the former's 
features and the vigorous profile of the latter, to be 
convinced that these two men, though sprung from the 
same stock, were not of the same essence. 

"I look badly because I am bored," said Paul, 
who rose from the table twisting his fine chestnut 
moustache. 

" And you are bored because you lead a ridiculous 
life," replied the duke, turning up with his finger two 
formidable horns of reddish hair. 

" Ridiculous? Very likely it is." 

"Yes, ridiculous. Is there any common-sense, is 
there any dignity, in dragging one's self for years from 
one's apartment to the club, from the club to the Bois, 
from the Bois to see some fair Lais, and from her house 
to that of another ; to go over the same track again in 
the opposite direction, when one does not repeat it in 
the same one?" 

*' What would you have me do? " 

"What I have done myself. When one's name is 
Dhun, when one has a good fortune, at least in rever- 
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sion, and can double it by marriage, one gets married, 
lives on his property, and only comes to Paris from 
time to time to get rid of all the stupid ideas which 
one acquires in long months of abstinence. Your 
Paris is only good for that. Are you not tired of your 
Avenue Matignon, of your collection of bric-^-brac, of 
your painted dolls? If you are not going to get mar- 
ried, I am sorry that you have changed, that you have 
lost your spirit and indifference. They sat better on 
you." 

" I was told that only the day before yesterday." 

"By whom?" 

" Luce." 

" Madame d'Orgevaut? " 

" Precisely." 

" True ; she is in Paris, or somewhere near it, in the 
Bois de Boulogne over by the Bagatelle, — or so I heard 
from Lauriane, whom I saw yesterday. Has every one 
remained in Paris, or the neighbourhood, this year? 
Since it has become as gay as Geneva or Dublin, you 
cannot tear yourselves away from it, even in July." 

" You have seen Lauriane ? " 

" Yes ; you know she is a cousin for whom I have 
a weakness, of whom I am very fond. She is not like 
Mistress Luce, whom I have never been able to endure." 

"Why not?" 

"Well, in the first place because she keeps me — 
keeps us — for the time being out of an income of a 
hundred and fifty thousand francs apiece ; and as this 
time being may last a long while — " 

Paul made an involuntary movement of his shoul- 
ders and a grimace which did not reveal a very lively 
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sympathy for the person or the sentiments of his 
elder brother. The latter hastened, for that matter, 
to add, — 

" But I am only joking, of course ; I am not fond of 
learned women — " 

" Still, when they are not pedantic — " 

" Never mmd ! But, by the way, since you defend 
her, you cannot dislike her. Besides, I recollect — 
Yes, by Jove ! why should you not marry her? One 
may marry a young aunt by marriage, and even without 
a dispensation, so long as she is a widow." 

" And besides, it would be a means of uniting the 
usufruct with the ownership of the property, would it 
not? But the consent of one of the two interested 
parties is lacking." 

" Oh, come ! I should like to see that. That little 
Luce de la Blanchaye, that hussy, would be only too 
happy and too much honoured, I should fancy, for all 
chance has made her Countess d*Orgevaut. But no, 
she is not what you need. From what Lauriane told 
me, — and yet she seems to have a great affection for 
her — No, no ; what you want is a Chivresac ; there is 
still one in the neighbourhood of Viviers. There are at 
least two that I know of, — two like Gabrielle, your 
sister-in-law. They are her two first-cousins, — pretty 
enough, very rich, good family, excellent provincial 
education. We four will repopulate the Vivarais. We 
will be neighbours in the country, and you shall raise 
cattle." 

" Many thanks ! But you seemed to give me to 
understand that Lauriane had spoken to you of Luce 
in some peculiar fashion. Come, what did shp say ? " 
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"She complained because Madame d'Orgevaut had 
no sooner returned than she set about surrounding her- 
self with people who are not to her taste (Lauriane's) 
nor to that of Rosembray. The villa in the Bois de 
Boulogne is visited only by women like Madame Bour- 
gois, — Mesnil du Bourgois, — that big woman who is 
always raising a brood of poetasters in her lap, and 
suckling a litter of young philosophers, psychologists, 
moralists, and hair-splitters, who would hardly be safe 
but in her bosom, which is large enough, fortunately, to 
accommodate and feed them all. As for men, only 
one is admitted at all times, it seems, and he too is a 
protege of Madame Bourgois's, — a sort of savant, but 
well bom ; a certain Monsieur — Monsieur — oh, a 
pretty name ! wait a bit i — Gaetan d'Amb^rieu. Luce 
met him at Aix-les-Bains, through the nurse of the un- 
employed geniuses, and now she cannot get on without 
him. They work together two or three times a week, 
and see each other once or twice more at Mesnil, at 
Mamma Bourgois's. But Lauriane does not fancy this 
D'Amb^rieu at all, even though Luce appears to fancy 
him too much. Well, if you do many, make a better 
marriage than that. At any rate, change your manner 
of life. If you like, I will give ycMi Thurigny, as you 
gave me Dhun, which I am rebuilding; and you 
will at least have a home and a life worthy of your 
name." 

After this short lecture, toward the end of which the 
duke had recovered the dignified and important man- 
ner which was habitual to him save when on his short- 
lived frolics in Paris, Paul de Dhun found himself alone 
with his new-born melancholy. 
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It was, indeed, not long that he had loved Luce so 
much that he suffered ce^aselessly from it The acute ca- 
price with which she had inspired him was old enough, 
it is true, but not the sentimental passion. That dated 
back only to the journeys which he had made in the 
footsteps of the young woman. As a result of follow- 
ing her without venturing to approach her, of seeing 
her without speaking to her, of living the enervating 
and poetic life of a hidden lover, he had felt something 
change in the depths of his nature. It was simply his 
heart, which was opening to love, to an absolute love, 
with the comparative eternity of marriage as a perspec- 
tive and ideal. From this arose his extraordinary and 
ill-concealed emotion when he called upon Madame 
d'Orgevaut, now for two years a widow, to prove to 
her, by the offer of his name, that he had the right 
to love her still, and that she had no longer the right 
to be angry with him for it. 

He had counted greatly, of course, on the effect 
which was likely to be produced by such a proof of 
constancy. He had been able to satisfy himself, on 
repeated occasions, that Luce, on her educational trip 
through Europe, had been almost as disdainful of 
masculine admiration as of feminine gossip. He was 
therefore perfectly justified in thinking that he held a 
favoiurable place among the memories of the countess, 
in spite of the little escapade which had caused his 
banishment, and which his matrimonial intentions ought 
so readily to cause her to forget And now he learned 
that during the few weeks in which he had lost sight 
of the young widow, during the short visit to Aix 
which had preceded her final return, she had met the 
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only man, perhaps, who possessed everythmg that was 
needed to please her, — a serious character, learning, 
birth, elegance, and, over and above all, good looks, — 
and who possessed them in so high a degree that he 
pleased her already. 

This gave rise to such absorbing reflections that the 
young man allowed hours to pass, neglecting to go 
to see Madame d'Orgevaut, although he had almost 
promised to visit her. 

He got into his carriage to go there the next morn- 
ing ; but as he passed the Rue Bassano, it occurred to 
him to go and consult his cousin by marriage, Madame 
de Rosembray, — a woman of sound judgment, though 
quite young and very gay. 

Lauriane de Tervins, Marquise de Rosembray, was a 
blond little creature, rosy, fresh, dainty from head to 
foot, and always laughing and in good spirits, as if she 
had just left boarding-school. She had been married 
five or six years, but one would never have thought it, 
so much brightness, grace, and good-humour had she. 
With all that, there dwelt in this charming head a very 
sound woman's sense, which was rarely at fault. The 
froth was only apparent ; at bottom the judgment was 
good. 

Monsieur and Madame de Rosembray were together, 
as was their excellent habit, in their green-house. 

" What a couple ! " said Paul, as he came in. " Still, 
all the same, when one comes to see the wife, it is em- 
barrassing to find the husband." 

" Oh, that *s all right, my dear Paul," said M. de 
Rosembray, amiably. " If you need Lauriane's advice, 
she is at your service. You are unmarried, idle, and a 



Digitized 



by Google 



48 MADAME jyORGEVAUrS HUSBAND. 

man of pleasure, — everything that she abominates. 
You are not the sort to make me jealous." 

"Very good, then; I have no more scruples. Do 
me the kindness to leave me alone with Laiuiane ; I 
want to talk about love to her." 

" It is not her specialty, but perhaps she may give 
you good advice on the subject, as on any other. So 
you are in love? " 

" Yes. But go along 1 She will repeat my confi- 
dences to you, I have no sort of doubt, and I will 
not even make her swear to say nothing to you. 
But I could never talk about such matters before a 
man." 

After a few indifferent remarks, M. de Rosembray — 
a handsome, dark fellow, tall and with a fine figure, 
apparently neither vain nor stupid — good-naturedly 
went out. 

" You frighten me with your mysterious airs. What 
is the matter?" 

" I have just told your husband." 

" So I heard ; but considering your habits and your 
manner of life, I do not at all see how I can be useful 
to you. I do not know, I give you my word, a single 
one of — those ladies." 

" Nor I, either ; that is, I no longer know one of 
them." 

" Oh ! " said Madame de Rosembray, who, standing 
beside a tall box containing an azalea which she had 
been pruning, leaned against it as if to save herself 
from falling. 

" It is the simple truth. But let us get to the point 
at once. What do you think of Madame d'Orgevaut? " 
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" All the good in the world, as to substance ; as to 
form, I might venture a criticism or two if I were not 
now convinced that I am in the presence of one of 
her adorers." 

" Ah ! then you know that I am not the only one 
who adores her?" 

" So pretty and attractive a woman must always have 
more than one admirer." 

*' Granting, for the moment, that there are only two 
of us, what do you think of — the other? " 

" One moment, please ; let us do things in order. 
What do you wish to know first; what concerns her 
or what concerns him, — the other?" 

** What concerns her." 

"Very good. But when you questioned me, the 
other day, to find out where Luce was, why did you 
not confess this passion to me?" 

" I needed you less than at present ; I was ignorant 
of the very existence of him whom we will continue to 
call ' the other.* " 

" Call him M. d'Ambferieu ; it sounds well. I will 
not ask you to call him Gaetan, though that is also a 
pretty name." 

" Well, let us begin with him, since we are speaking of 
him. Who is he, precisely ? How did she meet him ? " 

" I do not know exactly who he is. I do not like 
his looks. I must confess that I prefer savants of the 
old school, — the savants who do not know, among other 
things, how to tie a cravat, and who are moderate in 
the washing of their hands. It is impossible for me to 
have faith in the scientific merits of a man who is so 
well dressed, whose nails are not even in half mournings 
4 
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and who is curled and scented lik^ a dandy. All the 
savants whom I used to know wore flannel shirts and 
dirty dickeys. There is no question about it, you 
know, soiled linen looks well on savants ; it gives one 
confidence." 

" Very good ; a savant of doubtful learning. Birth ? " 

" Bom — at Ambdrieu, perhaps. It is the name of 
a town, is it not? But that is a rash assumption. All 
that I know is that he is also named Faurel ; I heard 
him called Faurel d'Ambdrieu by his patron, Madame 
Bourgois. And as I do not like him, I said to myself 
that he must be more Faurel than D'Amb^rieu, although 
it must be admitted that gentlemen of most authentic 
family may have a patronymic name before a territorial 
one." 

** No sponsors ? " 

" Madame Bourgois, as I told you, and a member of 
the Acad^mie de Sciences Morales, whose name I have 
forgotten, and whom he served in some such capacity 
as secretary." 

" And it is through this fat, disagreeable woman that 
Luce met him ? " 

" Yes, at Aix, only this spring. I have nothing more 
to tell you about this person, for I suppose that you 
know as well as I do that they see each other fre- 
quently, and that their relations are growing closer." 

" Yes, yes. So much for the man. Let us go back 
to Luce. You like her? She pleases you?" 

" Greatly. She is little, very little, short of perfection." 

"In what respect?" 

" She needs only a liking for a man of her own class, 
— for you, if you choose." 
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" Of course I choose ; are you laughing at me ? " 

" I am speaking seriously. It would do her as much 
good to love you as it would give you pleasure to have 
her, — you or some one else like you, — and as well 
you as some one else." 

" Thanks for the preference. The objection is that 
she does not appear quite convinced of the necessity of 
this cure by marriage and love — " 

" Or does not take the same view of the treatment 
that we do. Would you like me to tell you of what I 
am secretly afraid? '* 

" It is useless. I am afraid of the same thing. You 
fear that she may marry — the other? " 

"Precisely; and* I should be grieved, sincerely 
grieved, for she would be altogether lost to us. Her 
tact has preserved her, thus far, from the intellectual 
deformity which seems the fate of too learned women. 
Who knows what she might become in the hands of 
that man?" 

Madame de Rosembray, who had sat down opposite 
the Prince de Dhun, appeared to be considering some 
scheme, — one of those plans of campaign so dear to 
every feminine heart, when they can hope for the direc- 
tion and chief command of the undertaking. After 
considering for ten seconds, she raised her blond head, 
surrounded by its halo of golden hair, and lighted by a 
greedy smile, — the smile of a gourmand who antici- 
pates a feast, — she said, — 

'* Listen ! If you are really in love, over head and 
ears, you will not think of retreating before the enemy's 
trumpet has proclaimed victory. In your place, this is 
what I should do. I should begin by discarding my 
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melancholy airs, as one discards a garment which does 
not fit him. I should not, however, become again the 
Prince Paul of the legend, Paul the Well-Beloved, be- 
cause that prince would have no chance of success. I 
should invent the character of a society dilettante, — a 
clever man, of course, but with an inquiring mind, 
interested in matters of art, of literature, and even of 
science, and speaking of them, if need be, with the 
authority of a well informed student. Yes, I should 
invent a character of that sort, and then I should try to 
assume it." 

" And what shall I gain by that ? " 

" Happiness, perhaps. Frivolous, light, volatile, you 
have not won, you never will win. Luce's love. Whin- 
ing, despondent, dying for love, you will be despised 
by her. You must understand that at bottom she de- 
spises all men, — men of the world, at any rate. Her 
conduct proves it." 

" True ; why did not she love her husband? By the 
way, she did not show in that that she had a great deal 
of heart." 

" My dear Paul, you have not profited much by yoiu: 
studies ; you do not understand women yet. Perhaps 
it is because you have experimented too much in anima 

viur 

« Hillo ! You know Latin ? Tu quoque f " 
" Good heavens ! no ; I spoke like a parrot Luce 
did not love her husband, because he represented in 
her eyes the inevitable, the necessary, the man of des- 
tiny. Have you known many women loving their — 
man of destiny?" 

" No ; but I must call your attention to the fact that 
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among women I have known chiefly those of a — refrac- 
tory sort." 

" We are all refractory on that point. Luce has a 
heart, I am sure of it ; and when she loves, she will love 
devotedly. A word to the wise — " 

" Then, in your opinion, I must try to win her by 
flattering her tastes ? " 

"Of course. Nobody tries to catch flies with 
vinegar.*' 

«But shall I be able?" 

"Why not? You are neither stupid nor ignorant. 
Look at Ludovic. He was brought up as you were, 
and for a long while he lived just such a life as yours. 
I have been happy enough to convince him that with- 
out abandoning his rank or making an unpleasant 
labour of it, he can do intelligent work. Now he is 
the most charming man imaginable, but when he was 
married he was only such a man as you are." 

*' A thousand thanks ! " 

" I meant to say, like so many others." 

"That's better." 

" It is a mistake to think that one must fasten a 
fetter to one's leg or plunge head-foremost into a profes- 
sion to win the right to be excepted from the people 
who are good for nothing. On the contrary, I think it 
stupid for a man who does not need it in order to earn 
a living, to devote himself, without a real vocation, to 
a stereot)rped profession, which figures on the list of 
catalogued and salaried occupations. Men like you 
have a clearly indicated part, which is to take an inter- 
est in everything, without devoting themselves to any- 
thing. They ought to have no ambition beyond being 
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the first among connoisseurs, the flower of the public, 
the leaders of the vulgar herd ; but they must never 
forget this ambition, and to justify it, they must see, 
hear, read, and learn everything. Try it ; I have an 
idea that you will excel in this role, and that in this 
way you will gain enormously on your rivals, whoever 
they may be. A dilettante of the first water will 
always be more attractive than an actor, since the 
entr'actes last longer, as a rule, than the piece. Nobody 
can declaim from morning till night; after the play 
people must talk. Try it, I say." 

" And on that condition you promise me your help? " 

" Certainly, and with all my heart. In the first place, 
I 'have a singular distrust of this man with the green 
eyes, — for our savant has green eyes, and very hand- 
some they are ! They must be able to see in the dark, 
like a panther's, for they have the true feline look. I 
abominate those eyes in a man. It is said, you know, 
that adventurers always have green eyes. All novelists 
say that." 

" Then it is an offensive and defensive alliance against 
the green eyes?" 

** Done I Where are you gomg? " 

" To open fire." 
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IV. 



Greatly encouraged by this cheering interview, Paul 
de Dhun, ten minutes after leaving his cousin Lauriane, 
entered Madame d'Orgevaut's drawing-room. 

He found there the stout Madame Bourgois du 
Mesnil, who had come to invite Luce to one of those 
so-called fetes-champetres which she "improvised" 
somewhat too frequently at Mesnil, her country-place. 
This splendid chateau, standing on the banks of the 
Seine, and backed by the forest of Saint-Germain, was 
the rendezvous of a crowd of famous men, — men of 
distinction in science, literature, and art, and of a 
still larger number of amiable people of whom nobody 
had ever heard, but who were all eager for notoriety. 
She showed, however, no preference for the Acad- 
emy, — far from that. She professed to encourage, 
in particular, bold, innovating geniuses, who ran 
counter to tradition, yet at the same time she did not 
discourage the others ; and it was this which distin- 
guished her from all other women with a salon. She 
enjoyed the strange cacophony created about her by 
the juxtaposition of these dissimilar doctrines and the 
contact of such diverse elements ; and she presided at 
the most boisterous dinners or lunches, the most stormy 
conversations, and the most uproarious discussions, with 
a serene, sacerdotal, Olympian majesty. This good 
woman, very ridiculous, indeed, but very conciliatory, 
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was conscious that she was serving her country, the 
world, humanity, by enabling men who but for her 
would never have thought of associating with one an- 
other, to meet, to know and appreciate each other, and 
sometimes to become reconciled on a neutral ground ; 
at any rate, she was firmly convinced of it. The cha- 
teau at Mesnil, where Madame Bourgois lived the year 
round, and the name of which she had taken, was 
rarely empty. The truth is that, it being impossible to 
enforce even a pretence of order and etiquette amid such 
surroundings, no one was ever bored in her house. She 
alone took these noisy intellectual tournaments seri- 
ously ; all her guests made fun of her, by exaggerating 
their controversies and discussions. Still, a few young 
people came to Mesnil with a serious purpose, for they 
made there useful acquaintances and formed valuable 
relations. 

Paul, anxious to act upon the resolutions which he 
owed to the wise and sagacious advice of his clever 
cousin, immediately set about gaining Madame d*Orge- 
vaut's approval, at least as a talker. He took advan- 
tage of every circumstance of the conversation to turn 
it into an interesting channel, dealing, as his memory 
served him, with all the questions of the day, but enliv- 
ening the dryest subjects with a spice of the clever 
patter of a well informed man of the world. He spoke 
of everything like a man to whom nothing is unfamiliar, 
who has seen, read, even reflected a great deal (with 
a good memory, it is easy to have the appearance of 
having reflected) ; in short, he was charming. But 
although Luce looked at him with an approval which 
was ttot ijnraixed with astonishment, h^ especially cap- 
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tivated Madame Bourgois, always a ready and easy 
conquest. Until then she had seen little of the Prince 
de Dhun, although she had met him from time to time 
in society, where she was received as much because of 
the services of her late husband, the banker of the 
aristocratic charities, as because of her great fortune. 
She was enthusiastic, and could not refrain from showing 
her enthusiasm when she rose to go. 

"Ah, Prince," she cried, brandishing her parasol, 
" I wish that all France might have heard you, and 
been convinced that they have no longer the right to 
say, ' They have learned nothing and forgotten nothing.* 
Men like you redeem the aristocracy, and prove that it 
might still claim its true role, which is to take the 
whole country in tow." 

The prince bowed, biting his lips a little. He did 
not yet feel quite at home in this role of tow-boat, 
which had nevertheless already been enjoined upon 
him by his cousin, for his own private interests. 

Besides, the success which he had gained was not 
altogether that for which he had hoped. Luce smiled 
without saying anything, and seemed more amused by 
Madame Bourgois*s apostrophe than convinced of the 
aptitudes so generously ascribed to M. de Dhun and 
his class. 

" Yes," went on the good woman, who was evidently 
more conciliatory than revolutionary, " with a few men 
like you, if they could but be known — Prince, I re- 
ceive on Thursdays and Sundays at Mesnil ; indeed, 
next Sunday I intend to improvise a sort of little fete. 
If you would give me the pleasure of bringing my fair 
friend, your cousin :— " 
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In any other circumstances M. de Dhun might 
have made an involuntary grimace on receiving so 
abruptly this well earned invitation, but the hope of 
going with Madame d*Orgevaut called forth his most 
gracious smile. 

"Well," said Luce, when she was alone with the 
young man, "did you mean to captivate this good 
Madame Boiurgois ? " 

" No ; but if it were necessary to do even that to 
please you — for she is a great friend of yours, is she 
not?" 

" She is an excellent woman, with a cultivated mind. 
She has her little eccentricities, it is true ; but she is 
not a bore, and she has the merit of entertaining 
interesting people, with whom one can exchange ideas 
as well as words." 

" Shall we go to Mesnil together? " 

" Together, no ; but separately, if you like. Still, 
these parties at Mesnil are not likely to enchant you." 

One would have said that she was not especially de- 
lighted at the idea of meeting M. de Dhun at Mesnil ; 
but she hastened to banish every appearance of dissat- 
isfaction or annoyance from her face, and exerted her- 
self to be agreeable to her ex-nephew. She succeeded 
entirely. Indeed, nothing could exceed her grace, the 
charm of her person, or the music of her voice, when 
she chatted unconstrainedly in this way, with her tran- 
quil but somewhat haughty assurance, which was re- 
deemed, however, by the gestures, movements, and 
looks of a woman who desires to please without com- 
promising herself. M. de Dhun took good care to 
make no allusion to love ; he was growing familiar with 
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his new role, and recovered a little of his gayety, which 
he mingled skilfully with the conversation. 

*' Let me congratulate you, my dear Paul," said Luce, 
when he rose to go, after talking an hour and a half. 
" I should hardly have known you. I confess frankly 
that I was frightened the other day ; it promised badly. 
I am infinitely grateful to you for understanding me 
and complying with my wishes." 

She may have been grateful to him, but she was as- 
tonished at so complete a change, and at the cost of 
an inconsistency gave herself the satisfaction of saying 
so in so many words. 

Paul, with marvellous wisdom, simply replied : " I 
could not, without hypocrisy, have concealed from you 
the fact that my feelings had not changed ; but having 
once told you, I can only spare you from all offensive 
repetition." 

Before the end of the week, he paid one more visit, 
to make sure that Luce still intended to go to Mesnil on 
the coming Sunday. This time he met M. d'Amb^rieu 
and Madame de Rosembray. The marquise was at last 
about to leave Paris, but for a country-place which was 
Hot far from it, — the little Chateau de Verdure, between 
Louveciennes and Marly, — an estate owned by her 
mother. The charming Lauriane exacted from Ma- 
dame d'Orgevaut a formal promise that she would take 
advantage of the proximity of the houses, and Paul had 
no need of the suggestive glance which was given him, 
to resolve that he would not go away so long as the 
chances of meeting and of intimacy were so numerous. 
The villa in the Bois, Mesnil, and Verdure appeared to 
ic strategic points, of which he must not lose sight for 
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the present, Madame d'Orgevaut having once more 
declared her intention of making use, until the end 
of autumn at least, of the lease which she had made 
with the city of Paris. 

" I shall amuse myself/' she said, " in transforming 
the interior of this little house, where I settled down in 
such haste that I never even had them remove the 
hangings abandoned by the last tenant. This brocaded 
silk is fresh enough, but it makes my hair stand on 
end. I shall at last be able to give myself the pleasure 
of furnishing a house to suit myself. I shall be busy 
for months, arranging, changing, rearranging. You 
will see." 

Paul would have liked nothing better than to see and 
to see often. But no doubt M. d*Amb^rieu had the 
same idea ; at least he smiled complacently in a way 
which made a disagreeable impression on M. de Dhun 
and Madame de Rosembray. It even caused the latter 
to lean toward her protege, and call his attention to 
what she termed his rival's "felinity." 

The prince was able to recognize for the second time 
(if we may suppose that he waited for his cousin's 
suggestion) the fact that " the rival," as Lauriane 
called him, was, whether feline or not, in the highest 
degree dangerous. 

Tall, slender, with a fine head, a silky and golden 
beard, eyes fiery but caressing, it was impossible to 
see him without remarking him or to look at him with- 
out admiring him. In addition to that, he had perfect 
manners, and his conversation was measured, cadenced, 
prudent, and acute, like that of a diplomat of the old 
schopL At most codd one have reproached bim^ UpQP 



Digitized 



by Google 



MADAME D'ORGRVAUrs HUSBAND, 6l 

careful scrutiny, with a certain exaggeration in his re- 
serve, and a too apparent desire to give offence to no^ 
body. In any case, he was a terrible adversary, and 
especially for one who knew that he was likely to 
succeed. 

M. de Dhun took his leave with his cousin, who 
offered him a seat in her carriage, although his own 
was at the door. 

" Well, what do you think of it? " 

•' Hum 1 It seems to me that I am not in a very 
good position. It would be an excess of vanity to 
count on my merit alone, even reviewed and cor- 
rected by you, to dislodge this gentleman, if Luce has 
really taken a fancy to him." 

" I like this modesty in an old lady-killer like yoiu'- 
self, and if I must speak frankly, I must confess that 
your merit alone does not seem to me likely to win. 
We must first, it seems to me, destroy the enemy's 
batteries, ruin his siege works, his trenches and his 
saps, by dark devices, which we have still to invent. 
Then we will think of laying siege to the place in 
our own turn. So these ajre your orders, — to find out 
the weak point, what is wrong about him (if there be 
something wrong, as I cannot help believing), and 
meanwhile to appear in a favourable light without at 
all appearing to be a candidate, then to strike our 
great blow when we have found out the joint in the 
armour, and finally — Ah ! that is your affair. It is 
certain that if you have been able to make yourself 
agreeable, you will come in for the inheritance of your 
dead enemy." 
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" A distant and doubtful inheritance ! " murmured 
M. de Dhun, in a melancholy tone. 

" Ah ! if you are discouraged at the outset, I will 
abandon you." 

" Very good ! I will fight, if only for the honour of 
the family." 

"During the whole summer, sustained intimacy 
and frequent visits, but no importunity, mind you; 
thorough inquiries, investigations in every direction 
and on every scent. She is not going to marry him 
to-morrow, I fancy; so we shall have time to find 
out a little about who this learned Prince Charming 
may be, and where he comes from. I would even in- 
vite him to my house, to catch him as in a rat- 
trap. Meanwhile, be pleasant to him, and even try 
to become his friend. Dissimulation ! that is the 
watchword." 

The charming little woman was so spirited and 
valiant that Paul, encouraged once more, kissed her 
hand in a fine burst of gratitude. 

"So you really love her?" she said, in a tone rather 
admiring than interrogative. 

" Oh, yes 1 " 

" Well, do you know, I think love is a very fine thing. 
It turns a man inside-out like a glove, and the inner 
side is often much better than the outer. But if we 
were to do it to the other one, I fancy that the result 
would be just the opposite. Yes, the more I think 
of it, the more I suspect that man of having a bad 
under side." 

Before he had passed through the gate of the Bois, 
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Paul had no longer a suspicion on this point, but a cer- 
tainty. A card of reminder from Madame Bourgois, 
which he found on returning home, threw him into ra- 
diant dreams, in which he, a new Saint Michael, con- 
quered a new demon, incarnate in the form of a modem 
adventurer. 
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Between Maisons-Lafitte and Saint-Germain, a few 
miles from Paris, in a spot charming rather than pic- 
turesque, one sees rising beside the river the turrets 
and terraces of the chateau of Mesnil. It is a majestic 
building, the greater part of which is ancient, but which 
has been so completely and carefully restored, scraped, 
and whitewashed that it has a new look, which is de- 
cidedly disagreeable, especially because it seems pre- 
tentious. The estate is a superb one, however, and 
could belong only to people rolling in wealth ; for the 
mere keeping up of the grounds demands a capital 
quite large enough to buy two or three ordinary coun- 
trj'-houses. The French gardens, in particular, which, 
reaching lengthwise, stretch along the bank for nearly 
a mile, are one of the wonders of the neighbourhood 
of Paris, which, as every one knows, was not the scene 
of the achievements of Semiramis. In this region of 
diminutive gardens, of little squares of ground planted 
and cultivated for the amusement or relaxation of towns- 
people on a holiday, the eye revels in the sight of these 
clumps of gracefully trimmed trees, these alleys of gen- 
erous width, this rich turf, and these artistically de- 
signed flower-beds, — of all this rich and magnificent 
mass of verdure which towers above the meanness of 
the neighbourhood. 

That Sunday, as was too often the case, the general 
effect was spoiled by disagreeable evidences of public 
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merry-making. From a distance, from the other side 
of the Seine, even, could be seen tents and tables on the 
turf, with servants and pedlars, clad in the costume of 
a hundred years ago, going and coming busily ; view- 
ing it a little way off, one seemed to see all the bustle 
of a country-fair. When one came nearer, it was still 
worse j the great square lawn in front of the chateau 
was metamorphosed into a fair- ground, with swings and 
all sorts of games, and the alley of plane-trees was filled 
with little booths, and given up to all kinds of amuse- 
ments. It was in vain that one considered that this 
was an amateur fair, — that those whom one saw were 
not the common people, that well known faces were 
on every side ; one was grieved by the sight of this 
splendid estate profaned by pedlars of macaroons or 
wheelers of bath-chairs, who sat even on the marble 
steps of the double-curved staircase, which is unques- 
tionably the chief ornament of the principal facade. AH 
these people, though in disguise, were out of place. 

When the Prince de Dhun arrived, between four and 
fi^t. o'clock, the fete was not yet well under way, and 
there was comparative quiet, which ought to have aided 
the researches and the manoeuvres with which the young 
man hoped to occupy usefully the remainder of the 
day. Unfortunately, Madame Bourgois, in the joy and 
pride of her conquest, elated at exhibiting so rare and 
extraordinary a recruit as a prince, who was also a clever 
and learned man, took possession of Paul's arm and led 
him about everywhere, without pity or respite. The 
torment was all the more cruel, because the young man, 
at his first glance around, had discovered Luce holding 
high court beneath a tree, where she seemed to be ad- 

5 
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ministering justice, to judge by the crowd about her. She 
was, indeed, the fairest jewel yet displayed by the Lady 
of Mesnil, whose casket was richer in celebrities than 
in graces. Moreover, people had not yet had time to 
become tired of Madame d*Orgevaut's attractions, as it 
was only since her return that she had appeared with 
any frequency at Madame Bourgois's receptions. They 
had caught a glimpse of her formerly, during the life^ 
time of M. d'Orgevaut ; and her beauty, as well as her 
name, marked her for public favour in an assemblage 
of men who saw all too little of precisely what she 
brought to it, — charm and elegance. As a last straw, 
Paul soon saw M. d'Amb^rieu walking toward the group, 
in the centre of which Luce, smiling and chatting, sat 
enthroned. 

But he could not hope to escape for some time yet 
from a captivity by which a feminine vanity was dou- 
bly flattered; for the mistress of Mesnil was not less 
proud of presenting a prince to so many celebrated 
men than of showing so many celebrated men to a 
prince. 

M. de Dhun was therefore obliged, as he wandered 
through the groups with his fat hostess, to submit to a 
series of wearisome introductions, all the more weari- 
some because they were generally made in emphatic, 
almost grotesque terms. The good woman did not 
seem to know that men of talent and men of high birth 
are doomed to an eternal jealousy of each other, instead 
of mutual good will, because talent and birth are, with 
beauty, almost the only things which can never be ac- 
quired by force of will. Paul was compelled to make 
successive courteous bows before two or three dozen 
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illustrious people, or people who fancied themselves 
such, whose names even he did not always know. 

There was, indeed, apart from a small group of justly 
famous men, a large number of nonentities. There 
were presented to the prince, one after another, first 
musicians of the new school, who swoon with satisfac- 
tion at the mere name of Wagner, which is all well 
enough, but who swoon from opposite sensations when 
Rossini, or even Beethoven, is named in their presence, 
which is simple nonsense ; next, some of those philo- 
sophic versifiers who serve out their pantheistic infinity 
in slices of a dozen syllables, when they do not com- 
j^ess the whole of it into a single sonnet, a sublime 
epitome of the marvels of the" world. Again, he was 
presented to writers who paint with words, and painters 
who need words to paint ; to romance-writers, whose 
pride it is that they invent nothing ; and to critics of 
the new school, who to criticise a work examine the 
police records, auscultate the author and look up his 
past, and then invent a sort of back-stairs criticism, 
fancying that they are founding a new school of serious 
literature. And there were many others, the represen- 
tatives of all the literary and artistic absurdities of a 
period whose impotence is fertile, the holders of in- 
numerable systems of a Byzantine period, in which they 
exhaust themselves in contradictory theories, instead of 
spending themselves in varied masterpieces, as if there 
were an)rthing better in literature and art than to have 
creative power and to use it. 

But all this small, bustling, noisy, self-important world 
interested the prince but little, occupied as he was in 
watching from a distance the coming and going which 
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created a kind of eddy in the crowd at the foot of the 
tree which shadowed Luce, — for there was a crowd 
about the young woman ; indeed, there was abundance 
of guests everywhere, Madame Bourgois being chary 
of her invitations only on the great days of disputes 
and prearranged tournaments, — occasions upon which, 
not satisfied with constituting herself judge of the field, 
she also awarded the prize to the most successful dis- 
putant. On the occasion of fetes champetres or his- 
torical festivals (a specialty of the estabUshment), there 
could never be too many guests to suit her. On those 
days she showed her celebrities to the public. Conse- 
quently, in spite of the advanced stage of the season, 
when Paris was becoming empty, the park swarmed 
with guests. They were, moreover, of all sorts; but 
this was excused by the fact that a crowd was needed 
for this merry-making in the open air. As for the fete 
itself, it was without interest or character, — a fair of a 
hundred years ago crowded with people of to-day. The 
fair personnel, engaged and paid by the mistress of 
Mesnil, were the only people, besides a few servants, 
who wore costumes ; but the public itself would have 
gained by appearing in character. 

After a complete review of the booths in a broad 
avenue parallel to the Seine, under the plane-trees, 
Madame Bourgois stopped in the middle of the great 
lawn to enjoy the general effect of her dishonoured park. 
She had never loosed her hold upon the arm of the un- 
fortunate prince. 

People were seen in every direction ; but there was 
a crowd only in the alley containing the little booths. 
The lawn seemed empty now, and so too did the walk 
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in which Luce had established her court. People were 
walking about a little in all directions while awaiting 
the hour of dinner. This dinner, by the way, was to 
be the great attraction of the programme, the only in- 
teresting part of the day, — the only invention, at least, 
which was really original in this absurd mixture of 
popular fete, fancy-dress party, and lawn reception. 
The guests were to sit down in groups, designedly or 
accidentally formed, in the tents of caterers, who were 
to serve these customers of a day as they served their 
ordinary patrons, minus the bill and plus the costume. 
A reddish fog which was forming over the water, where 
it seemed to hang like stagnant smoke empurpled by 
the setting sun, heralded the arrival of night. With 
this colouring, and being at the same time somewhat 
indistinct, the scene grew singularly poetic. At a 
distance, under the dark trees, the many-coloured 
canvases and the human surf present a picturesque 
appearance; one might have imagined it a fete in a 
theatre, which was being played at the extreme back of 
the stage, and was about to disappear with the setting 
sun, at a signal from the stage carpenter. One could 
almost fancy that he saw one of those misty curtains of 
gauze by the aid of which changes and transformations 
upon the stage are made more vague. Still, night had 
not yet come ; the sky was bright, and so was the plain 
on the other side of the river ; it was a false twilight, 
which shaded only the banks of the stream. But the 
air grew delightfully cool. A slight breeze arose, which 
wafted like a caress the refreshing moisture of the at- 
mosphere. It was the hour to wander alone dreaming, 
or in couples chatting. Some lonely individuals and a 
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few couples have realized this; one could see them, 
with their backs to the fete, strolling toward the almost 
deserted avenue, at the entrance to which died away 
the noise of the distant fair, which resounded over the 
lawn. 

Paul de Dhun, still having on his arm his unwelcome 
companion, and standing with her in the very middle 
of the central green, was watching, with a morose and 
envious look, these lovers of solitude. 

''Ah!" said he suddenly, with an involuntary for- 
ward movement which dragged along his compan- 
ion; "if I am not mistaken, here is Madame 
d'Orgevaut." 

" Yes," replied Madame Bourgois, " and M. d'AmW- 
rieu with her." 

" A most charming man," said the prince, in an ami- 
able and sincere tone. 

" Oh ! delightful, delightful 1 " 

'' I was absolutely enchanted to make his acquaint- 
ance," added the prince, with an increase of suavity 
and warmth. 

As naturally as possible, M. de Dhun and Madame 
Bourgois found themselves face to face with the other 
couple. They bowed to each other, and began to 
talk. But it seemed to Paul that Luce had blushed 
and appeared embarrassed. The sight of this, a most 
unpromising sign, almost deprived the young man of 
another observation of the utmost importance. He 
was wholly taken up with his annoyance and his dis- 
couragement, when they were passed by M. Daniel 
Br^chet, a political economist, a statistician, a sociolo- 
gist, a member of the Institute, and an amiable old 



\ 



Digitized 



by Google 



MADAME lyORGEVAUT'S HUSBAND. Jl 

man, who went much into society and had been a great 
friend of the late M. d'Orgevaut. 

" Ho ! M. Br^chet, M. Br^chet ! where are you 
going so fast ? " cried Madame Bourgois, after him. 

The old man did not, indeed, appear very anxious to 
enter into conversation with them. Nevertheless, he 
stopped, uncovered his gray head, and coming forward 
a few steps, said, — 

" Madame, I was chasing my old friend Lori^re, 
whom I just caught sight of over there ; but I am at 
your service before everything else." 

At that moment Paul was looking at M. d*Am- 
b^rieu, and feeling his irritation increase as he ac- 
knowledged to himself once more that there was 
absolutely no fault to find with either the dress or 
the bearing of this learned gentleman. Clad in dark 
clothes yet with no affectation of severity, he was 
an admirable example of serious elegance and manly 
distinction. In repose, in the attitude of poUte indif- 
ference which befitted his present situation, the some- 
Mng^ too reserved, too conciliatory, even plausible, if 
you like, which spoiled his conversation, — this some- 
thing, — very vague, afler all, — which might be urged 
against him by earnest detractors or by professional 
vilifiers, was no longer evident. One saw only an irre- 
proachable gentleman, on whom the most insidious 
criticisms could take no hold. But now suddenly this 
paragon of men of the world gave signs of embarrass- 
ment. There was no doubt of it; his glance fell, 
then searched the surroundings despairingly, as if seek- 
ing a way of retreat or an excuse for slipping away. It 
lasted but a moment, however, and the savant quickly 
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recovered himself. It was probably some indisposition, 
or some embarrassing memory, aroused by the sight of 
one of the women whom they could see in the dis- 
tance, strolling about or frolicking with a swing which 
was delighting a number of little girk and not a few 
larger " ones. 

Still, Paul's curiosity, excited by his dislike, has 
aroused his imagination. This prince feels suddenly 
that he has the instincts of a detective officer. He 
lacks impartiality, perhaps ; but they say that that is 
not, as a rule, the strong point of detectives, and that it 
is necessary to be prejudiced in order to succeed in the 
profession, because without it they would abandon all 
the clews in succession. However that may be, M. 
de Dhun distinctly observed the transient discomposure 
of his fascinating rival ; and as this discomposure oc- 
curred at the exact moment when the illustrious econo- 
mist Daniel Br^chet took part, in spite of himself and 
with evident annoyance, in the conversation, it was 
difficult not to wonder what mysterious bond could 
unite these twin embarrassments. 

Tlie hypothesis of a connection of origin serving to 
explain this double and simultaneous uneasiness was all 
the more legitimate, because the two men had looked at 
each other at the outset, Voluntarily or involuntarily, by 
chance or design. 

Once started on so promising a trail, the prince did 
not stop, as may be imagined. He never doubted 
for a second that the old friend and associate of Count 
feloi d'Orgevaut must have in his possession all the 
materials for the criminal record of M. d'Amberieu. 
For the worthy nobleman set vigorously to work in the 
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new role which he had assumed, and in which he 
intended to perfect himself by practising upon his 
rival. The mystery which Madame de Rosembray had 
instinctively 'scented could be nothing more nor less 
than a pretty little crime, committed, or at the very 
least planned and attempted, in the past by this scented 
rascal, this well dressed scoundrel. 

After waiting patiently for the end of the conversation, 
and profiting by the liberty which was at last granted him 
by Madame Bourgois, who was called away by other 
duties, Paul hastened after M. Br^chet. The worthy 
man was walking rapidly toward the central alley, 
from which the tide was now setting out toward 
the lawn, where the tables, already served, were 
filling up with guests. The prince and the savant 
knew each other slightly, having met several times at 
M. d'Orgevaut's. 

" I beg your pardon, M. Br^chet," said Paul, pulling 
the economist gently by the sleeve, and bowing to him 
with respectful familiarity. 

" Ah ! is it you, Prince ? I — You must excuse me ; 
I did not see you," 

"You could not see me. I was behind you. Do 
you know, I have something very serious to say to you, 
or rather to ask you." 

" You astonish me. Prince. Can it be that you have 
really taken to political economy, as Madame Bourgois 
was just now insisting? " 

" I have never concerned myself about political econ- 
omy except as a — an unproductive consumer. That 
is your expression, is it not ? " 

^ It is, at any rate, one of the absurdities which are 
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attributed to us, or of which my associates are perhaps 
guilty; for all consumption causes production, even 
that of paupers, which is paid for by charity, — that is, 
by the rich. One sees clearly enough in business crises 
that there cannot be too many consumers, unless pro- 
duction were suddenly to stand still and labour cease 
voluntarily. But that is probably not what you wished 
to ask me, my dear M. de Dhun. In any case, I can 
assure you that in our present social condition I con- 
sider you and your fellows as extremely useful men, but 
who should turn rather to authorities in domestic econ- 
omy if you need any advice." 

"This is not a question of domestic economy any 
more than it is, unless very indirectly, of political econ- 
omy, M. Br^chet. It is an important service which 
you can render me the most easily and economically 
in the world, — by a few words." 

" To oblige you. Prince, — you, the nephew and heir 
of my poor young and great friend, D'Orgevaut, — I 
feel that I should not grudge being loquacious. Be- 
sides, you know that I am apt to be so." 

It was true; and that the good man had been so 
silent just before was another cause for surprise. The 
occasion must have seemed to him favoiu-able when he 
was with this M. d'Amb^rieu, who was said to be his 
protege, and with the widow of him whom he called, 
with touching emphasis, lAs greaf friend, — taking pains 
to accentuate the adjective, to show that he used it in 
the most complimentary sense. The fact was worthy 
of notice, also, for another reason. The savant enter- 
tained an ill-concealed admiration for the countess, — 
an admiration which was not, perhaps, purely scientific, 
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and which greatly amused the few who knew of it, 
among whom was the prince himself; so that, knowing 
this detail, one might naturally find difficulty in ex- 
plaining such eagerness to avoid the object of a worship 
which had formerly been so fervid as to be almost 
noticeable. 

"Well, my dear M. Br^chet, this is my question: 
Is it true that you are the friend or the protector of 
M. d'Amb^rieu, — of M. Gaetan Faurel d'Amb^rieu, 
to give him all his names?" 

Paul de Dhun had placed himself squarely in front 
of the savant, and had fixed upon him a look of irre- 
sistible acuteness, which reached to his very soul. 
Daniel Br^chet blushed like a child, or like the in- 
genuous savant that he was. 

"Why — certainly, my dear sir. Certainly, I had 
occasion to take an interest in M. Faurel, — M. Faurel 
d'Amb^rieu, my compatriot, who is a very well informed 
young man, remarkably gifted, of exceptional, really 
exceptional intelligence, and so precociously learned ! " 

" You had occasion to take an interest in him? Then 
you no longer take an interest in him, — in this Ad- 
mirable Crichton? Yet he was something like your 
secretary, if I am not mistaken." 

M. Br^chet, who had allowed himself to be a little 
taken aback, recovered his self-possession, and with it 
his frank smile. 

" But you, Prince," said he, looking at Paul through 
his gold eyeglass, — *' do you also take an interest in 
this young man?" 

" Great ; more than I can tell you, and more than 
you could believe," 
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" May I ask for what reason? " 

Paul had seen at once that the worthy man would 
not be easy to pump. There was something beneath 
it all, that was less and less doubtful ; but it was useless 
to hope for an immediate explanation. And after all, 
he had accomplished something in acquiring the cer- 
tainty of a secret between the economist and his 
protege. 

" I will tell you hereafter, perhaps, for what reason 
I am asking questions like a detective or a porter. 
To-day I will not insist. Only one question: Is his 
name really Faurel or D'Amb^rieu? " 

"Why, both. He has never dropped his name of 
Faurel that I know of." 

" I would wager that he was bom at Amfc^rieu." 

" Quite true." 

" Well, my dear M. Br^chet, I will leave you in peace, 
asking your pardon for the great liberty I have allowed 
myself to take in catechizing you." 

The prince lifted his hat, then pressed, with a respect- 
ful bow, the hand which the savant held out to him, 
and each went his way, not without showing some 
satisfaction either with the subject or the prompt ter- 
mination of the conversation. 

When M. de Dhun looked about him, seeking Luce 
on every side, the appearance of the park had changed 
once more. The greater part of the guests were seated 
at tables in front of mock public-houses, which were 
decorated with signs that revived the alluring rebuses 
of Ramponneau and Gr^goire. A chaplet of litde tables 
covered with dazzling cloths encircled the lawn as with 
a white garland ; and ia the red light of the setting 
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sun, the rays of which were reflected upon the Seine, 
these picturesque tables presented an original appear- 
ance. It was not the too ingenious disorder of a stage- 
setting, but rather like the manifold picture, reproduced 
an indefinite number of times, of the same sylvan din- 
ner. Madame Bourgois might well be proud of her 
idea ; and the groups of dmers, which grew animated 
all the more quickly because they had formed them- 
selves spontaneously, were sparing neither of noisy con- 
gratulations nor of dithyrambic toasts. They enjoyed 
themselves heartily, and the enthusiasm overflowed 
when the waiters laid upon the tables, instead of a bill 
to pay, bouquets for the ladies, and flowers to match 
the bouquets for the attendant gentlemen. 

Paul, who had not taken long to discover Luce and 
M. d'Amb^rieu side by side among the diners farthest 
removed from Madame Bourgois, had sat down with 
resignation at the high table to which his hostess had 
dragged him. To say that he was dazzlingly clever 
would be to exaggerate the value of his efforts ; but it 
must be admitted that he paid his shot manfully, and 
did not cut too bad a figure among his distinguished 
table companions, who kept up over his head a fire of 
old paradoxes and of rather worn concetti, some of 
which fizzled Hke damp fireworks. 

As for Luce, she was unprecedentedly amiable to her 
companion during the whole evening. Matters reached 
such a point that this prolonged indulgence of the young 
woman to a handsome fellow, who sometimes got a little 
too close to her, was interpreted by some unoccupied 
observers in precisely the sense in which Paul himself 
interpreted it, — in the sense of an approaching re- 
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marriage, imminent nuptials. To observe nothing, one 
would have needed to be more near-sighted than Daniel 
Br^chet and to have no glass. But that savant had his, 
and put it on from time to time, that he might see the 
better. 
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VI. 

One morning, quite like that on which M. de Dhun, 
sitting on his horse, had rung at the gate of the villa 
of the Bois de Boulogne, M. d'AmWrieu approached 
this same gate, but in humbler guise, — on foot, and 
with a portfolio under his arm. The visitor's look was 
anxious ; he was, however, carefully dressed as usual, 
and — see the effect of elegance I — his red morocco 
portfolio called up ideas of greatness instead of awak- 
ening suspicions of servitude ; it seemed the sign of 
some exalted dignity, a real minister's portfolio. 

At the sound of the bell one of the windows in the 
facade had been partly opened. It was not closed 
again quickly enough to prevent M. d'Amb^rieu from 
distinguishing a woman's profile which faded away in 
the shadow just as he put his foot on the gravel-walk 
of the garden. But faint and fleeting as the apparition 
had been, it was sufficient to brighten up the young 
man's gloomy face by proving to him that he was 
awaited, and that impatiently; and it was with the 
proud step of a conqueror that he entered the house, 
which the upholsterers were at work arranging, to suit 
the taste of its tenant. 

"You see how it is all changed," said Luce, en- 
tering the drawing-room, where ^^ d'Amb^rieu was 
awaiting her. 

*' I confess that I had not yet noticed anything." 
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It was the exact truth. Wholly given up to his 
thoughts, which were now rosy, but always deep, the 
young man had not looked up, during his short waiting, 
from the square of floor over which he had been mov- 
ing the end of his cane. 

" Well, I see that I should waste time in telling you 
of the thousand and one marvels of my new arrange- 
ments. The papers?" 

" They are there in my portfolio, which I took the 
liberty of laying on that table." 
N, " You will breakfast with me ? " 

"Why — really, my dear madame, I am afraid — " 

" Bah ! In the country it is almost a rudeness to 
send away fasting visitors who come in the morning. 
I shall keep you." 

" You see, I have to pay a visit to-day at some dis- 
tance away. You would never guess to whom, — one 
of your relatives or connections, the Marquise de 
Rosembray." 

" Lauriane? So you go to see her now? " 

" I have met her here several times of late, as you 
know. To my great astonishment, I have received 
from her an invitation to dinner for next week. It is 
very good of her, but I could very well have dispensed 
with the favour. With my taste — " 

" Excuse me ! I shall be one of the guests." 

"Ah ! that is different." 

" Tell me, are you very unsociable ? " 

" You know, I suppose, that I detest society." 

" I, too, detest it ; but still — " 

M. d'Amb^rieu frowned. A deep furrow appeared 
between his eyes, as if from the effort of forming a 
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painful resolution ; and standing erect, very straight and 
very proud, a few steps from Luce, he said, — 

" It is time, Madame, for me to throw off my mask ; 
indeed, it has been galling me for many a week. At 
least you will do me the justice to admit that until 
to-day not a word has escaped me which — " 

" It is useless for you to go on," interrupted Luce ; 
"I guess what you would say." 

"Alas! no," said M. d'AmWrieu, sadly, but still 
with head erect, and with his beauty enhanced by a 
splendid expression of manly dignity. "When you 
condescended to receive me at Ai» a few weeks ago, 
upon the recommendation of Madame Bourgois du 
Mesnil, with kindness and favour, you fancied that you 
were receiving a man of your own rank, deprived only 
of the contemptible gifts of fortune. If I was not 
able then to resist the charm of seeing much of you, 
if I profited by the opportunities furnished by your 
indulgence, by the unconstraint of a watering-place, 
and above all, by a community of studies and occupa- 
tions which your desire to find a collaborator for the 
special work which you wished to undertake, caused 
you to consider providential ; if I have incurred the 
censure of my conscience in this regard, at least I have 
not to reproach myself with having ever betrayed 
my ambition to please you, my boldness in loving 
you — " 

" But even if your behaviour," interposed Madame 
d'Orgevaut, "had betrayed something of this, why 
should you judge yourself severely, if — if I am 
indulgent?" 

; A sudden flush rose to M. d'Amb^rieu's brow, and 

6 
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he bowed without replying. He remained in this at- 
titude two or three seconds, as does a worshipper be- 
fore an altar ; then, standing erect again, and laying 
aside all humility of manner, he said, — 

'*I am overcome with emotion and gratitude, but 
be good enough to hear me out. Do not misunder- 
stand me. It is not a confession that I have to make ; 
I have to tell a story, a very short story, but one which 
is essential, and which I owe it to you to tell. I am not 
at all of noble birth, as you imagine — " 

"You have never spoken to me of your birth," 
remarked Madame d'Orgevaut, who certainly showed 
a singular eagerness to facilitate the task, whatever 
it might be, which her visitor appeared to have 
undertaken. 

- "The name under which I was presented to you 
spoke for me. That name i§ not my own. I am 
named Faurel, Gaetan Faurel, according to my cer- 
tificate of baptism — " 

Madame d'Orgevaut made a gesture of surjMise and 
uneasiness. 

" Yet you are not a man, I should fancy, to usurp a 
name of aristocratic appearance for the mere pleasure 
of decorating yourself with it." 

" Certainly not ; but allow me to proceed with order 
and method " — and he added, with an unconstrained, 
ironical smile, — " according to our custom, according 
to the discipline which is familiar to us. I am the son 
of a schoolmaster of Amb^rieu, the poor teacher of a 
public school. My father, of course, took charge of 
my earliest education ; then, struck by what he called, 
in the simple vanity of a father and a teacher, my 
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marvellous cleverness, he obtained for me, with the 
assistance of M. Daniel Br^chet, who lived in Am- 
b^rieu, a full scholarship in the lyceum of the depart- 
ment. I there reaped, as was my duty as a scholar, all 
the laurels within my reach; I even c^me to gather 
some in Paris. In short, I gained the prize at the 
competitive examination, and became a great man in 
expectation. Thereupon, my father having died and 
having left me but a very small capital, which never- 
theless represented prodigies of economy, M. Br^chet 
took me as his secretary, salaried, lodged, fed, and 
petted. He designed to advance me in a political 
career, and at the same time in the direction of the 
Institute. I had a sort of celebrity in our neighbour- 
hood, a local reputation. M. Brfechet was still the 
deputy from our district, and he promised that I 
should succeed him before long. Did he come to 
think ill of me all of a sudden? Was he displeased 
by the different articles which I published on certain 
financial, social, or administrative questions, or was it 
that they had too great a success for his liking? I 
cannot tell; what I do know is that one fine morn- 
ing, on some pretext or other, trivial but sufficient, he 
politely announced to me my dismissal, and that I 
found myself hopeless as before. You cannot, Madame, 
imagine the situation of a man brought up as I had 
been, provided with all sorts of knowledge, — which is 
either an instrument of fortune or a costly vanity, as 
one has or has not the means of making use of it, — 
when that man suddenly finds himself turned into the 
street, obliged to make his way alone, and finding 
every road before him closed, or so long and so 
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tortuous that he becomes discouraged by merely 
measuring the distance — " 

" Oh, yes, yes ; I know, I understand," murmured 
Madame d'Orgevaut, who thought of the bitterness of 
her own early youth, and who could not help seeing a 
miracle in the meeting of these two destinies, — her 
own and that of this man, as learned as she, or more 
so, and as poor as she had been at first, on her 
entrance into life. 

" No, you cannot imagine it," said M. d*Amb^rieu, 
shaking his head. "For to the material misfortune 
I had joined the bitter deception of disappointed am- 
bition, and because, to measure my catastrophe, I was 
obliged to multiply the height of my fall by that of 
my ruined hopes and vanished dreams. Nothing, 
absolutely, remained but the few friends I had been 
able to make, besides the very small bundle of bank- 
notes which composed the inheritance left by my 
father, and which was still untouched. Without a po- 
sition, without a name, possessing a learning which it 
was difficult to convert into current coin of the realm, 
I was cruelly embarrassed. It was too late to begin 
again the scaffolding of my life, employing in it other 
materials than those which I had before used. No 
matter at what risk, I must go ahead. I thought that 
it was bad enough to lack money, and that it would be 
well to have at least a name, to follow the ridiculously 
aristocratic Christian name with which I had been be- 
decked. Thanks to two or three friends, one of whom 
was M. Br^chet, who had been good enough not to 
break with me when he discharged me ; thanks above 
all to my bank-notes, which I sacrificed, — I was able 
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to gain this name legally, by obtaining leave, by a 
common Chancery custom, to add the name of my 
native town to my own. I was now Gaetan Faurel 
d'Amb^rieu, just as authentically as a La Tr^moille 
is a La Tr^moille, — even more so, perhaps, since 
I can always carry in my pocket the proof of my 
rights." 

"Why, then,*' said Luce, reassured, and smiling 
once more, " there is not a trace of usurpation in your 
case, and I do not see — " 

" Did you think me capable of stealing a name ? " 
broke in Gaetan, in a tone of wounded pride. But he 
hastened to add : " Oh ! I know very well that this 
name, bought with money, or at least obtained largely 
by means of administrative courtesies, does not belong 
to me much more than if I had assumed it upon my 
own authority. But all is fair in war, after all. So 
long as one plunders according to rule, he is a con- 
queror and not a bandit. This name was necessary 
to me." 

" Why? " asked Luce, with sincere astonishment and 
curiosity. 

At this, Gaetan blushed, which could only have been 
caused by his embarrassment in replying. 

" Why," he replied, with a little hesitation, " to help 
me in making my way." 

"And also, perhaps, to help you in making a 
marriage ? " 

"It is true," replied M. d'Amb^rieu, with praise- 
worthy frankness. " I thought of that. I was too badly 
armed to disdain the smallest help. At any rate, in 
other respects my judgment was right. Many doors 
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opened to me which would have remained closed if 
Faurel had not been at the same time D'AmWriea 
Signed with this new name, my works took on a new 
lustre. I soon obtained, in a great conservative news- 
paper, an envied position as political writer. But my 
story is told. You now know what it was my duty to 
tell you. I had still another thing to reveal to you, 
but you have guessed it, it seems. I have now, Ma- 
dame, to confess to you that I have not the strength 
to go on with the terrible task which I had the bold- 
ness to undertake. I have been happy enough to 
render you the slight services which you could expect 
of a collaborator; my departure cannot injure you 
in any way, and it would be cruel to advise me not 
to go." 

He paused abruptly, and waited. 

Luce went up to him with outstretched hand, graver 
even than she was ordinarily, and quite pale. 

'* I shall be very glad to call myself Madame Faurel 
d'Amb^rieu," said she, in a voice the trembling of 
which vibrated with the sonority of crystal. 

Three or four hours later a handsome coupe drove 
up the hill which rises a little below Marly-le-Roi, 
about the middle of another hill which ends at the old 
and picturesque watering-trough which used to be one 
of the basins at the sumptuous Hermitage of Marly, 
In this coupe two lovers were talking in a low tone, 
and clasping one another's hands, which explains why 
they had chosen a closed carriage in this brilliant and 
hot weather. 

"Ah ! Luce and Monsieur— " 

"My dear Lauriane, I present to you my future 
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husband, who breakfasted with me this morning. He 
had a visit to make to you, and so had I ; it was not 
worth while to take two carriages, was it? You are 
alone ? So much the better ! Come and let me kiss 
you. I am altogether happy.** 
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VII. 

Not long after this memorable visit, which so upset 
Madame de Rosembray that she could scarcely find 
anything to say during the whole hour that her guests 
remained, Paul de Dhun arrived at full gallop at Ver- 
dure one morning, and pulled up his reeking horse 
before the door of the little chateau. The yoimg man 
had not seen his cousin since a certain fatal day when 
she had informed him of Luce's intended marriage, or 
rather the early carrying out of a plan which, alas I 
they had suspected but too strongly. 

" Ah ! good heavens ! what is the matter? What has 
happened to you? " 

The question came from the comer of a room into 
which the Prince de Dhun, booted and spurred, and 
streaming with perspiration, had just come with rapid 
step and excited look. In this comer, where the 
brown silk curtains of two windows created a dim light 
like that of boudoirs at the hour of the siesta, a lady 
of a certain age but without a wrinkle, exquisitely 
dainty and neat, and with a sweet and placid ex- 
pression beneath her faded blond hair, sat before an 
embroidery frame. 

" Madame — a thousand pardons, my dear Madame 
de Tervins. Your daughter, Lauriane, my cousin, — 
where is she?" 

" What do you want of her? Your look is positively 
haggard, my dear M. de Dhun. You really frighten 
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me. My heart beats so, and I do not like excite- 
ment. Why, if I did not know that my daughter was 
having her hair dressed, I should think that she 
was dead, from the tone in which you ask for her, 
and from your agitation. What in the world is the 
matter? " 

" Nothing which concerns her, but something which 
interests and disturbs me greatly, as you may see — " 

" Well, here is her husband ; you can begin by pour- 
ing your woes into his sympathetic ear. But if it is 
very pathetic, this story that you have come at a 
gallop to tell us, I should prefer to go away ; for when 
I hear anything suddenly like this, in the morning, 
before breakfast — It would take me all day to get 
over it." 

One could see, from Madame de Tervins's uneasy ex- 
pression, that she was in earnest, and that, with her, 
the love of peace and quietness silenced every other 
sentiment, even the most feminine of all. Here was 
another mother who resembled her daughter but little, 
— another contradiction of the false theory of mental 
heredity, but a striking example of physical heredity, 
for she was, feature for feature, a faded likeness of 
the pretty Marquise de Rosembray. 

" Well, my dear Paul, is it serious? " asked the mar- 
quis, as he came in. "Do you know that you have 
half foundered your mare? She is trembling on her 
legs, and seems to limp badly — " 

" Much do I care ! Go, fetch Lauriane ! He is an 
impostor! I suspected it, for that matter. He has 
no right, you know, to the name he bears. He is the 
son of a schoolmaster, a village pedagogue ! Ha, ha ! " 
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Paul, who was laughing nervously, and was scarcelj 
less fatigued than his horse, sank into an arm-chair, and 
mopped his brow. 

"Whom the deuce is he talking about?" asked 
M. de Rosembray, looking at his mother-in-law with 
comical anxiety. 

She, seeing that there was no question of death in 
the story, rose, obviously puzzled. 

" Yes,** said she, " what impostor does he mean ? 
Your cousin talks like a novel, my dear Ludovic. Per- 
haps one has temporarily disturbed his brain, and he is 
repeating it to us.** 

" Of whom do you suppose I am speaking, good 
heavens 1 " exclaimed the prince, rising with a bound, 
as if he had been viblenflyl shot^^out of his chair, — 

of whom but that cursed EVAnibdrieu?** 



u 



" By Jove ! of course ! I never thought of your pet 
aversion, who is also Lauriane*s. Well, this will please 
my wife, at any rate. Yes, but see here, if D*Ambdrieu 
is such an impostor as that, it is no joke for us. Do 
you know that he is to dine here to-morrow?** 

" Yes, with Luce. I, even, was invited, into the bar- 
gain; but you must have imderstood why I declmed 
the invitation." 

" How the deuce can we manage ? This promises 
to be a very disagreeable adventure. Still, we must 
try to get out of it gracefully, somehow or other. Ah ! 
Lauriane, upon my word, you have come opportunely, 
my dear. Never has the family had such need of you, 
you rumpled little Providence ! '* 

Her hair was not, indeed, very well dressed. Paul's 
tempestuous arrival had interrupted her toilet, and 
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suddenly seized by a startling but still agreeable pre- 
sentiment, she had come down in a morning-gown 
of flowered barege, with her golden hair knotted care- 
lessly on the top of her head. 

"Well," cried Paul, without giving her time to 
catch her breath, ''you were perfectly right, you 
guessed correctly. \ Our man is an adventurer, a vile 
adventurer." 

Then without stopping for breath, he told how, 
having had his suspicions aroused at Mesnil, he had, 
even before he knew that Luce had decided to hasten 
the fatal denouement, written to the Duke de Dhun, 
who had just gone to his estate in the Jura, near Sainte 
Claude and not far from Amb^rieu, to ask him if it 
were not possible to make a hasty investigation at the 
place itself. The duke had replied to his brother 
that as in a few days he was to return to his estate 
near Viviers, he would gladly go by way of Amb^rieu 
instead of by Bourg, and conduct the inquiry himself. 
Paul's idea, since he had learned that his rival had 
really been bom at Amb^rieu, had been that there 
they must necessarily obtain some interesting infor- 
mation by making use of the name Faurel. Now 
another letter from his brother informed him that 
M. Gaetan Faurel was simply the offspring of a former 
public school-teacher ; that he had been brought up 
and educated by charity ; that no one, of late years, 
had known of any pretension or any right to the name 
of D*Amb6rieu ; and that consequently it was reason- 
able to consider this person as a common blackleg, 
in view of the fact that these gentry generally begin 
by the theft of a name and end with that of a purse. 
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The other facts were of no importance. They knew 
in a general way that Gaetan Faurel had every promise 
of a successful future. 

There were some hiatuses in this report, and a pro- 
fessional detective would certainly not have been satis- 
fied with it. But a doubtful case is always a bad one^ 
when it is that of an adversary or an unwelcome in- 
truder, and the family rejoiced at the havoc which they 
Were soon to play with the insolent success of the 
" adventurer," which was the mildest epithet by which 
they now designated M. Faurel. 

" Nothing could be better," remarked Madame de 
Tervins, placidly, "and the would-be bridegroom had 
better look out for himself; but meanwhile, what are 
we to do? Shall we still have him to dinner? " 

" That is true ; he is coming to-morrow. It is em- 
barrassing, for we cannot turn him out of doors with- 
out a pretext — " 

" Of course not," interrupted Madame de Tervins ; 
*' that is impossible. In the first place, I object to it. 
I want no comedies nor tragedies in my house ; it is 
to avoid emotions of that sort that I religiously abstain 
from going to the theatre." 

They consulted, and finally decided on a very 
simple plan suggested by Lauriane. Madame de Ter- 
vins was to fall ill, and withdraw her invitations by 
telegraph. Madame de Rosembray was to go to see 
Luce, sound her, and so far as need be prepare her 
for the shock of a terrible revelation. 

All this was done that same day. Meanwhile, as 
Madame de Rosembray was wending her way in her 
carriage toward the Bois de Boulogne through Celle, 
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Saint-Cloud, and Garches, — that is, by a delightful 
road, — M. Faurel d'Amberieu was mounting the very 
unpretentious stairway of a somewhat mean house in 
the Rue Mazarine. 

Although he was rich, Daniel Br^chet was badly 
lodged. He lived well enough, on the other hand. 
His ordinary fare was generous ; on Tuesdays he gave 
capital dinners, at which all the classes of the Institute 
enjoyed themselves in turn, but in little detachments 
of five or six. As a savant, Daniel Br^chet enjoyed 
all the consideration possible, considering the indiffer- 
ence of the public and the jealousy of his brethren ; 
in private life he was universally and deservedly loved. 
He had sat in Parliament for some time, to preach 
his theories of scientific opportunism, lenative, seda- 
tive, topical, and somniferous, — which were eminently 
wise, and belonged to that class of excellent remedies 
of which it can be said that if they do no good, neither 
do they do any harm. But the voters soon deserted 
him for a quack-salver who was as ignorant of political 
economy as of medicine, and who asked for votes, in 
order to help commerce. Having no longer to go to 
the Chamber, the economist rarely left his study, ex- 
cept in the evening; for he was fond of society, and 
had no objection to discoursing, with his back to the 
fire, in the midst of a low-necked audience, whose 
white shoulders gladdened his eyes and sometimes 
enlivened his remarks. 

Daniel Br6chet*s face, when M. d*Amb^rieu was 
shown into the room, expressed intense astonishment, 
almost stupefaction. He still held his visitor's card 
between his thumb and forefinger, like a curiosity 
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which he was examining cautiously. M. d'AmWrieu 
entered boldly, without embarrassment but without ex- 
aggerated indifference, stopping and bowing on his en- 
trance, and seeming to await a word of welcome, or 
perhaps of encouragement, 

" I presume, sir," said the kindly Daniel Br^chet, 
waving him to a chair some distance from his desk, 
" that you have something to ask me ? Pray speak, 
then." 

" It is true, sir," replied Gaetan, who sat down after 
bowing, "I have come with the intention of asking 
you a question on which my future depends. I 
wish to know whether you have forgotten my faults 
completely enough to be sure of never remembering 
them." 

**My conduct must have shown you that I have 
voluntarily lost my memory in what concerns our past 
relations. A fault confessed is half pardoned, says the 
proverb. However, I have ahready had an explanation 
with you in the matter, and expected never to have to 
return to it. Once, even, to give you a proof that I 
had forgiven and forgotten, I consented to take part in 
a negotiation with the chancery, the principle of which 
I did not approve, it is true, but upon the result of 
which you said that your fortune depended." 

'* Yes, I know, sir, that,, in spite of terrible and hu- 
miliating occurrences, you were indulgence itself— " 

" But recollect," said M. Brdchet, interrupting him, 
"that I imposed one condition, — only one, but of 
capital importance." 

"I recollect," said D'Amb^rieu, with a respectful 
gesture. " And I have avoided you everywhere and on 
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every occasion, at the risk of astonishing many people 
and of arousing the hostile curiosity of your friends, 
some of whom have become my own. Only, some- 
thing is about to occur in my life, and I cannot take 
advantage of the unhoped-for opportunity which is of- 
fered me without being first assured that I shall never 
find you barring my path." 

" Ah, very good I I think I imderstand. You are 
going to be married ? " 

" I am thinking of it, — that is, I hope to be." 

"Accept my compliments and my best wishes," 
replied M. Br^chet, in a tone which was not, perhaps, 
wholly free from veiled sarcasm, but which was still 
coldly polite. 

"It is not my interest only," continued Gaetan, . 
" which is at stake, but my heart as well ; for I am 
devotedly in love with the person — " 

Here M. Br^chet made a bow which meant "Amen." 

" And you can understand," went on the future hus- 
band of Madame d*Orgevaut, " that I do not wish to 
risk the happiness of a woman, and my own — " 

" But what do you fear from me ? " 

" I was afraid that some scruple — " 

" Not at all, not at all, my dear sir. I told you that, 
not desiring the death of a sinner — And besides, all 
this is none of my concern, or is so no longer. After 
all, you caused me no material injury, everything con- 
sidered. It is evident that we have not the same way 
of looking at certain subjects, notably the question of 
meuM and tuum. But bah 1 that is quite between our- 
selves, is it not? And besides, I am not concerned, I 
have no interest in the matter — " . 
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As M. Brdchet continued to speak in a soft and 
slightly ironical tone, M. FaurePs face fell visibly. It 
was evident that what he heard did not satisfy him. 

** Come," said he, suddenly, with the expression of 
resolution and frankness which he had assumed once 
already with Luce, and which became him so much 
better than any appearance of circumlocution, "let 
us speak sincerely. Frankly, sir, would you make it a 
matter of conscience to injure me?" 

"You insist strangely. Have I injured you hereto- 
fore in any way. It seems to me that, on the con- 
trary— " 

" But suppose any one were to inquire of you — " 

" Do you think that my study is likely to become an 
intelligence office? No, sir, you may be easy; not 
even if any one inquires of me. Fonnerly, when I was 
young, I might, perhaps — Although I was a practical 
man, I had the simplicity to think myself bound to 
enlighten my neighbour ; since then, Hfe has disgusted 
me with this task. I no longer consider myself a lan- 
tern ; experience has been an extinguisher to me." 

" Then," said M. Faurel, rising, " I have nothing to 
fear?" 

" Nothing. Ah ! unless — unless I am consulted by 
some one or on account of some one who is dear to me. 
Supposing that you wished to marry one of my relatives or 
friends, oh, then, you can understand, I cannot say — " 

Faurel had perceptibly turned pale at these words. 

" Ah 1 " said he, " thank you for warning me." But 
he added, with a forced smile : " Although the threat 
does not appear likely ever to discommode me. Do 
you know whom I intend to marry? " 
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Beneath the cool indifference of the question one 
could detect a terrible anxiety and doubt. 

" No, upon my word, I have not the slightest idea." 

M. d'Amb^rieu breathed freely. Then, bowing with 
easy grace, he was about to take his leave without re- 
plying, when, yielding to an urgent curiosity, he returned 
to the offensive. 

"And may I ask, without being indiscreet, what 
proof you could offer in support of — of your harsh 
judgment?" 

" What proof? Why, that which you signed your- 
self, — the letter which you wrote me spontaneously one 
day, to thank me for — I have forgotten what." 

M. d*Amb^rieu bit his lip till it bled, then turned 
abruptly on his heel, and went out without asking for 
more. His expression was one rather of annoyance 
than surprise. But annoyance is not strong enough ; it 
was a mute despair, rather, that his face revealed. 

He went through the streets with his eyes on the 
ground, jostling rudely against the passers-by, whom he 
did not see, — not even the women. And more than 
one must have said to herself, as she looked at this 
handsome and elegantly dressed man, absorbed in such 
sad thoughts, but who wore no sign of mourning, '* Heart 
troubles, no doubt. What a pity I " And he kept 
murmuring, " I was sure he had kept it 1 Accursed 
letter!" But once he added: "And yet I did not 
deserve that ! Por so little I But come ! Am I at 
last vanquished by fete, which has defied me so often, 
and which I have so often overcome ? No, no ! my 
9&>ulders have not been down, as wrestlers say, and 
they never shall go down^ When I am thrown, my 
7 
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Strength increases tenfold. Like Antseus, the soa of 
Earth, I renew my powers by falling. And there is no 
Hercules to strangle me. At any rate, that old man 
will never be my Hercules, nor that prince, either." 

Somewhat reassiu-ed probably by these mythological 
memories, M. Faurel quickly recovered his firm step ; 
and weary of straying about the Garden of the Luxem- 
bourg, whither his wanderings had led him, and wish- 
ing to wear out by physical fatigue the great nervous 
excitement of his whole being, he set out on foot for 
the Champs El)rs^es, and from there to the Bois de 
Boulogne. 

During this time Madame de Rosembray was talking 
to Madame d'Orgevaut. 

After performing her fictitious errand in regard to the 
dinner, which had already been postponed by telegraph, 
Lauriane set about touching, as gently as possible, upon 
the thorny and delicate point of her self-imposed task. 
It had been agreed between her and the Prince de 
Dhun that he should be carefully preserved from all 
compromising connection with the matter ; for while it 
was important to get rid of the present favourite, it was 
not less important to protect the interests of the future 
aspirant. 

" I telegraphed to M. d*Amb^rieu before I left, as I 
did to you and our two or three other guests. It is 58 
Rue de Las Cases that he lives, is it not? I hope that 
he will receive the message in time to change his plans 
without having occasion to anathematize us. I wished 
to tell you personally, my dear Luce, how much my 
mother and I both regret it. I was anxious to see you 
for another. reason, a more serious one, but which also. 
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comes from my great friendship. Really, between our- 
selves, what do you think of me? " 

" Why, I think a great deal of you, my dear Lau- 
riane," replied Luce, smiling with an astonished air, " a 
very great deal." 

'* But in your heart, you know, I am sure that you do 
not consider me your equal in intelligence and in seri- 
ous matters." 

" Oh, come ! " interrupted Luce, laughing and 
amusecf ; " do you know that you are paying me a very 
doubtful compliment? Do you think me ridiculously, 
stupidly pretentious, — foolish, altogether foolish ? *' 

" No, no. You would have the right, after all." 

" I have no right of that sort, my dear friend ; and 
if I had, if I thought I had, I would exert all my talent 
in concealing my conviction. I consider you as the 
most charming, the most — " 

" Taratata ! I did not ask you for a flomish of 
trumpets in my honour." 

" What do you want, then? A simple satisfecit f ^^ 

" I should prefer a vote of confidence." 

" You have it. I am ready to listen to your advice 
and to profit by it. There ! Are you satisfied ? 
Frankly, I know that our occupations, tastes, and ideas 
differ. What of it ? I even confess that I have some- 
times thought you more frivolous than you are. But 
having said this, to be truthful even to the point of 
humihating myself, I wish to declare that I have learned 
to know you better of late, and that now I love you 
with all my heart." 

She had spoken with a pretty smile, and closed her 
speech with a double kiss on the rosy cheeks of Lau- 
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riane, who in her delight returned this caress, — the 
most frank 4nd perhaps the only sincere one which she 
had yet received ; and the two young women, so dif- 
ferent in nature, appearance, and manners, but so 
worthy to understand and love each other, joined 
hands like two sisters who are about to share a joy 
or a sorrow. 

" So, Lauriane," said Luce, arranging with her taper 
fingers the golden curls which clustered about the brow 
of her new confidante, " you have something serious to 
tell me, a piece of advice to give me ? Go on ! I am 
aU ears." 

" I should not venture to advise you, Luce, — not 
yet ; it is a different matter with information." 

" Very well. What is the information ? '* returned 
Luce, opening wide her blue eyes fringed with black 
lashes, as if the better to show her attention and im- 
patient curiosity. 

Lauriane drew her chair still closer. 

" You cannot imagine," she said in a coaxing voice, 
*' how your visit the other day upset me. This disre- 
gard of the most elementary precautions in announcing 
it — well, I was utterly taken aback. People don't 
marry — a woman, rather, does not often marry wholly 
unexpectedly ; her friends are at least prepared for it. 
But you care for nothing of the kind. No one even 
suspects that you are thinking of marrying again, but 
the whole matter is already arranged, and you suddenly 
announce it by presenting your future husband." 

" I see. This marriage, which I resolved upon so 
suddenly and announced so abruptly, does not please 
you j is it not so, Lauriane ? " 
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Madame d*Orgevaut's somewhat prominent brow 
contracted slightly beneath the smooth bands of hair 
which half covered it ; but she quickly banished the 
shade of annoyance which appeared there. She evi- 
dently had now a real aifection for the cousin of her 
late husband, and she wished to show her a smiling 
face that day to the end. 

" Come, say so frankly ! " she went on, with a play- 
ful pout which was most encouraging. " It does not 
please you? But is it the suddenness of it, the abrupt- 
ness of my manner of announcing it, or the match itself 
of which you disapprove ? ** 

"The match astonishes me,'* returned Madame de 
Rosembray, grown quite bold. " Nobody knows your 
husband." 

" I beg your pardon ! I know him, which is all that 
is necessary. I may add that he is growing better 
known every day, and that before long everybody will 
know him, for he will be famous." 

"That is very possible. As I know nothing about 
the subject, I have nothing to say. But you say that 
you know him yourself. Are you quite sure?" 

Luce rose as if in spite of herself, and withdrew her 
hands from Lauriane's, as she looked at her bold adviser 
with an expression of haughty surprise. 

"Come, my dear," said she, impatiently tapping her 
hands together, " if you have anything to say to me 
about M. d'Amb^rieu, be good enough to speak clearly ; 
let us not play at cross-purposes. I love M. d'Am- 
b^rieu, and I know him. Why do you ask me if I am 
quite sure that I know him ? " 

" Because I did not know him, and that, having had 
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the curiosity to make some inquiries about him, I have 
learned that he is not what he appears to be." 

" Gpod ! You have learned, I suppose, that he is 
the son of a school-teacher?" 

"Yes," said Lauriane, starting in a manner which 
showed profound amazement at finding Luce so well 
informed. 

" Well, that is no crime, it seems to me ; and there 
is nothing in it to offend me, who for a long while was 
threatened with being a teacher in a girls* school, for 
want of something better, — that is to say, for want of 
bread." 

" But they say that his name is not D'Amb^rieu." 

" They are mistaken. His name, properly and le- 
gally, is D*Amb^rieu. Where did you make your 
inquiries?" 

" Why, it seems that in his own town, at Amb^rieu — " 

" If they do not know there that he has the right to 
bear the name of his native town, it is because they 
do not take the * Journal Ofificiel,* or do not read it 
carefully." 

" The ' Journal Officiel ' ? " repeated Lauriane, with 
amazement, in a tone of interrogation. 

" Of course. Such changes of name are not usually 
made clandestinely, without sound of drum or trumpet, 
— at least, when they are made by honest people who 
respect the laws of their country." 

The Marquise de Rosembray was all at sea. So Luce 
"knew everything," as they say in the plays. The 
great secret was perfectly well known and explained in 
advance ; worse than that, it was entirely legitimate 
and justifiable. 
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For a moment, however, Lauriane had an idea, 
knowing how deep was Madame d*Orgevaut's pride, 
that she wished to " save appearances," according to 
the Chinese maxim, to diminish the shame of a humil- 
iating discomfiture by an ingenious lie. But she was 
obliged to yield to the evidence of a sincerity which 
was supported by official documents. For Luce went 
on triumphantly, — 

" Yes, my dear, there is a decree in perfect form, 
and I will show it to you some day." 

Then, as Lauriane, disarmed, no longer gave any 
sign of resistance, she added, — 

" Really, you will do me the credit, will you not, 
to believe that I did not choose my husband without 
knowing all about him? You will say, perhaps, that at 
any rate he was weak m yielding to a childish desire to 
decorate his name with the title of an imaginary do- 
main. That may be so, although he must have had 
good reason for it. At any rate, I cannot find fault 
with him for this improvement, by which I am to profit, 
and which will make my marriage less questionable in 
the eyes of many people, — less incomprehensible, if 
you like." 

" I am dreadfully ashamed, my dear Luce, of my 
stupid anxiety to warn you against a deception, which, 
after all, was nothmg of the sort. I hope you will at 
least believe in the purity of my intentions and the sin- 
cerity of my attachment. I give you my word that I 
honestly believed M. d*Amb^rieu to be a deceiver o£ 
the deepest dye." 

Madame d'Orgevaut made no reply, but leaned to- 
ward the marquise, and for the second time kissed her 
tenderly. Then, after a short silence, she said, — 
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" I know that you will never understand me, Lauri- 
ane, that you will always be surprised at seemg me pre- 
fer such a man as M. Faurel to a man like — like the 
Prince de Dhun, for instance." 

Then, as her good humor had returned, she smiled 
mischievously, and went on, — 

" Yes, yes, you sly thing ! Do you suppose that I 
did not see through you ? If you had not been the 
ally of my fair nephew Paul, would you have so often 
sung his praises on pretexts which were as frivolous as 
their recurrence was frequent? " 

" Bah ! can you imagine — " 

"Oh! don't deny it." 

" No j what is the use? I take an especial interest 
in Paul de Dhun ; and now that I know that he loves 
you, and how he loves you, I should like to be able to 
encourage him ; for I esteem him, — I almost love him 
for loving you." 

" I too have an affection for him, I assure you, only 
it does not go quite far enough to satisfy you. As for 
esteem, I do not give mine too readily, it is true, but 
it is perhaps the prince's own fault if he has not won it 
more completely. However, let us leave him personally 
out of the discussion, if you please. I could never 
make up my mind to marry a society man who was 
that and nothing more. Although I have very indepen- 
dent views, and reject the idea that a woman ought to 
be the humble subordinate of her husband, I do not be- 
lieve that she can, without danger, be superior to him, 
or imagine that she is. In marriage there must be at 
least intellectual equality, if one cannot base the rela- 
tive dependence of the wife upon the superiority of the 
husband." 
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"We are never absolutely the equals of our husbands/^ 
said Lauriane, " even when we are neither inferior nor 
superior to them. Comparing men and women, fixing 
their relative merits by a common standard, is like using 
the same instrument to measure two animals, one of 
which is all height, the other all breadth. It is a hope- 
less task ; and when one has finished, one sees that 
there is neither rhyme nor reason in it." 

" Still, it is none the less true," replied Luce, who 
was growing animated, " that a husband and wife can- 
not long get on together if they are not interested in 
the same things — " 

" But," interrupted Lauriane, who was also growing 
warm in the defence of her most cherished beliefs, 
" there are a thousand ways of taking an interest in the 
same thing without showing it in the same way. Is it 
indispensable that the wife of an artist should know 
how to paint in order to take an interest in art, and 
vice versa ? Is a society man necessarily an imbecile ? 
I grant that it is not imcommon, but I insist that it is 
not inevitable. I protest in the name of my husband* 
No, my dear Luce ; that which forms the most impas- 
sable chasm between man and wife is the difference of 
education, and if I may venture to say so, inequality of 
ancestry, of birth. And do not think me unreasonably 
aristocratic. I understand modem society pretty thor- 
oughly, and I sometimes approve it unreservedly, at 
least in petto ^ Only, so long as there are people who 
are well bom, and others who are less so, it will bQ 
dangerous for the former to marry the latter. Birth is 
like religion ; even when one does not believe in it, it 
causes differences of feeling and endless discussions. A 
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Jew and a Christian, though both of them were believ- 
ers, would never make a happy marriage, unless one or 
other of them were really a renegade.*' 

She was extremely amusing in her wordy earnest- 
ness, and she was, moreover, astonishingly pretty. Luce 
laughed heartily, quite forgetting what had caused the 
discussion. She recollected it suddenly, but without 
becoming grave again. 

" I adore you ! " said she. " But you are fighting 
with a windmill. I am not so high-bom as you, my 
dear little marquise. I am the daughter of a humble 
gentleman of the Vexin, and my nobiUty is very slen- 
der, if not doubtful." 

Lauriane blushed to the roots of her hair, which 
instantly gave her one charm the more. 

" You know, of course, my dear Luce," she cried, 
**that I was speaking generally, without reference to 
or recollection of any particular case." 

Somewhat embarrassed and having lost the thread of 
her ideas, she rose to depart, when a footman came to 
ask Luce '' if madame la comtesse would receive M. 
Faurel d*Amb^rieu." 

With this, Lauriane's embarrassment increased 
painfully. 

" Oh, my dear, this is frightful ! Do not see him at 
once. Make him wait, for Heaven's sake I How can I 
slip away? " 

" I do not see any necessity for your slipping away. 
Show in M. d'Amb^rieu. Come, don't be frightened, 
my dear ; I shall not tell him the cause of your visit. 
Here he is. Bow when he bows to you, smile if he 
smiles at you, go in peace, and — don't be afraid." 
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Gaetan bowed, but did not smile. He did not even 
have any apparent desire to do so. Stiff, formal, 
sombre, he was funereal, and that on purpose. He 
bowed low to Madame de Rosembray, like a man who 
wishes to put so much politeness into his manners that 
he may be spared putting any into his words. Lau- 
riane took advantage of this circumstance to take her 
leave without speaking, although it had seemed diffi- 
cult at first to avoid expressing her regret and apolo- 
gies for the untimely accident which prevented her 
from receiving her friends at Verdure. 

** What makes you look so? " asked Madame d*Orge- 
vaut, when she returned to the study after showing 
Lauriane out. 

Gaetan had not looked in that way, or had no longer 
looked so, when he had arrived at the villa ; but the ex- 
pression had quickly returned when he heard from the 
servant of the presence of Madame de Rosembray. 

" I am sad," he said, " because I feel that all about 
you people who hate or despise me are on the watch. 
I cannot explam the feeling, my dear Luce, — allow me 
to call you thus ; it comforts and consoles me. It is a 
feeling which I do not understand ; but as I see more 
of Kfe and observe the veiled or open hostility of those 
who are happy toward those who are endeavouring to 
become so, I grow sad rather than indignant. One in 
my position ought, it would seem, to rebel and defend 
himself instead of being saddened. But no ; I tend 
rather to an inert, unarmed melancholy. You will ask 
me what reason I have to speak in this way. I can 
tell you. Listen!" 

He spoke slowly and sadly, but without affectation. 
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Lauriane herself, the irreconcilable Lauriane, in spite of 
all her prejudices, if she could have heard him whom 
she considered her only adversary in the strife which 
she was waging for Luce's happiness, — Lauriane would 
have been convinced that this man was neither an 
actor nor an adventurer. 

He sat down some distance from Madame d'Oige- 
vaut and went on, — 

" I soon perceived that neither Madame de Rosem- 
bray nor M. de Dhun liked me. With the prince it is 
quite natural ; he is in love with you himself. But why 
does Madame de Rosembray dislike me ? Her invita- 
tions do not deceive me ; she has drawn in her claws, 
but I feel them." 

"You need not try to guess," said Luce, quickly; 
*'she takes an interest in the Prince de Bhun." 

" Ah 1 that is, indeed, a plausible and sufficient ex- 
planation. At any rate, she does not like me, and I 
foresee that I shall not be liked by any of those 
who love you. Come, be frank ; do they not blame 
you?" 

" No one has the right to blame me ; I am answer- 
able to nobody but myself." 

" But they criticise you? " 

"That, yes." 
I " Very well, I would rather not have it." 

Madame d'Orgevaut walked across the room to 
come close to M. Faurel, and laying her finger on 
his shoulder, said, — 

" Look here ! Are you not the man I thought 
you?" 
^ "What sort of man?" 
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" An energetic and proud man ; gentle, but strong, 
haughty, unconquerable; who has struggled, and suf- 
fered, who has sometimes hesitated and felt his way, 
but who is determined to triumph ; a man, m short, 
who finding his happiness and his fortune in the hand 
of the woman he loves, has been able to take posses- 
sion of that hand, and will be able to hold it as his 
own," 

''Yes; I was that man for a moment, or dreamed 
that I was. But a thought has struck me ; my poverty 
spoils my position." 

" What an idea ! Remember that if you were rich, 
you would not be in this position. And besides, if I 
am rich, so are you in the same fashion, for my wealth 
is only for life ; I have an income of three hundred 
thousand francs, but no capital save what I econo- 
mize. You have your brains^ which are well worth 
my income." 

"I do not think so," said Gaetan, with a smile. 
"I could never make three hundred thousand francs 
a year with them." 

His face, which had brightened for a moment, grew 
quickly gloomy. 

"Besides," he added, "people would have a right 
to say and to believe that I am a fortune-hunten 
Have they not told you so?" 

" No, not exactly." 

" It is all the same thmg. I knew that they were 
attacking me underhand ; and I am sure that they are 
especially surprised, and perhaps shocked, at the sud- 
denness of your decision." 

" Suppose they are? " 
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" Since they are," said M. d*AmWrieu, quickly, taking 
Luce's hand, and clasping it tightly, '* do me a favour, 
hard as it will be for me, — delay the execution of your 
plans." 

" What ! it is you who ask me — " 

'* Yes, it is I who ask you not to act too hastily, for 
the sake of your reputation and my own." 

" For the sake of my reputation? But do you know 
that that was precisely one reason why I hurried? At 
Aix, in the first place, we were always together, so 
much so that when not long ago M. de Dhun told 
me that he had followed me everywhere, I felt myself 
blushing at the thought that he might have been watch- 
ing us." 

" Yes, I know. From your point of view, my dear 
Luce, you are right ; but from mine, I am not wrong, 
believe me. At any rate, I beg of you, let us put it off, 
let us wait. Let us not enable them to say that I am 
urging you to take an irremediable step with the fe- 
verish haste of an adventurer who fears to see his prey 
escape him. And believe me, do not speak of our 
marriage for the present. I suffer at the thought of 
what they say and think of me ; I suffer as much for 
you as for myself. So it is agreed? We will wait till 
the winter. You will not speak of me to any one what- 
ever, and you will ask Madame de Rosembray not to 
spread the news. It is not too late to ask this of her, 
perhaps, as she is living in the country now. Ah ! this 
delay will be hard for me, who adore you, — adore you, 
do you understand? But my dignity and your own 
demand it." 
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VIII. 

What sort of man was this Gaetan Faurel? A less 
designing man and a less complex nature than was 
supposed by those whose opposition he had gained by 
his designs on Madame d'Orgevaut, or rather by his 
matrimonial good fortune. He was neither a blackleg 
nor a professional adventurer; indeed, he lied very 
little, and except on one point he revealed himself 
honestly, giving himself out for no more than he was, 
— a disinherited man, who had resolved to appeal from 
the injustice of Fate to Fate itself, and who was striving 
to win his share of sunlight, happiness, and influence in 
this world by the employment of his talents and his 
natural advantages. And if he had not had in his past 
a grave moral lapse to conceal, which, owing to a par- 
tial obliteration of his conscience, he really held too 
cheaply, there would have been no doubt of his being 
worthy of sympathy and interest. 

Almost everything was scrupulously true in what he 
had told Luce of his early youth, his entrance into life, 
and his disappointed hopes. The passionate affection 
which he said that he felt for the countess was all true. 
He had concealed only one thing, — a sort of breach 
of confidence, of forced loan, committed upon M. 
Daniel Br^chet, in circumstances which he, Faurel, 
considered extenuating, while his former protector had 
thought them aggravating, at least in his private 
judgment. 
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In a society Hke that in which the son of Nicholas 
Faurel, the humble teacher of the primary school of 
Amb^rieu, had made his way, is it possible that a dream 
of wealth should not constantly haunt the thoughts of 
men who are well endowed naturally but who are with- 
out any pecuniary resources, or anything which can be 
readily turned into money? Do not such men en- 
counter at every turn terrible difficulties which con- 
demn or threaten to condemn them to the perpetual 
slavery of subaltern positions or unrecognized occupa- 
tions? Such had been and such still was the case with 
Gaetan Faurel. Overloaded with diplomas and univer- 
sity laurels, it was necessary for him to find means of 
livelihood without betraying too far the high hopes for 
his future which had been formed by his friends, and 
which he himself had conceived. Daniel Brdchet of- 
fered him bed and board, and in addition remunera- 
tion sufficient, indeed, to enable him to buy trousers, but 
insufficient to line the pockets of those trousers. Con- 
sidering the promises and prospects which constituted 
the complement of his pay, it was very acceptable, 
better even than he could have hoped ; but the young 
man felt only the more all the inferiority of starvelings, 
who " have to struggle for their bellies before fighting 
for their ideas." He even was unable to see how he 
could maintain his position without the aid of some 
fortunate accident. For in order to follow in the steps 
of M. Br^chet and to succeed him, when the opportu- 
nity arose, in the Institute and the Chamber of Deputies, 
it was indispensable for him to have a certain capital 
which could enable him to wait and make patience 
easy for him. In addition to his duties as secretary. 
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Gaetan could only slip a few articles into the great 
newspapers in which his patron had a foothold, or lay, 
through the mediation of the latter, a few monographs 
before the Academy. The articles brought but little ; 
the monographs brought nothing, — after the first, 
which had obtained the highest of the rewards pertain- 
ing to work of this sort. 

Restricted by his education and also by the ten- 
dency of his intellect to work of a serious character, 
the young man soon perceived that it is sometimes as 
difficult to be as not to be serious in life ; but it would 
hardly do for him to turn into a different path, so long 
as they showered upon him encouragements to keep 
him in that in which he was walking. There remained, 
therefore, the fortunate chance, the favourable and un- 
expected event which might at a given moment change 
his fortune or precipitate its phases. For some time 
he hoped, seeing M. Br^chet so kindly and paternal 
toward him, that the old bachelor would imdertake 
to " make a future " for him, according to the popular 
meaning of the expression, which is also the best or 
most amiable meaning; in other words, he flattered 
himself with the illusion that his recognized protector 
would end by providing for him, if not by adopting 
him. Unfortunately, he was quickly undeceived. M. 
Br^chet, though having no direct heirs, possessed a 
string of nieces who were greatly attached to him — 
and with good reason ! — and who appeared to count 
upon his inheritance as upon a certainty. Thence- 
forward he could hope only for a good marriage* 
Faurel took to dreaming of that. But — it is but just 
to state this fact — no really low or avaricious thought 

8 
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mingled with his dream. He considered honestly 
that his intelligence and ability, as well as the brilliant 
career which awaited him (if only some one would help 
him to make the most of the future), — that all these, 
not to speak of his face and cajriage, formed the 
equivalent of a handsome dowry ; and he said to him- 
self that love was not necessarily excluded from advan- 
tageous marriages. Like all men who are debarred 
by the condition of their fortune from easy love affairs, 
and deterred by their delicacy from vulgar ones, Gaetan 
had preserved a real sensibility of heart, a marked pro- 
pensity for poetic affection. Therefore his dream was, 
after all, legitimate. 

But it was not long before the humility of his con- 
dition and the uncertainty of his fate discouraged him, 
and caused him to feel the insubstantiality of such far- 
off plans and such shadowy ambitions. The thought of 
rapid gains took possession of his mind, and became a 
persistent idea which troubled his sleep as it enervated 
his work. All poor creatures whom the irony of Nature 
has endowed with more appetite than resources are 
familiar with this fixed idea; but those only know it 
in all its burning importunity who unite to the con- 
sciousness of their needs that of their own value, and 
who are exasperated by finding themselves among the 
pariahs still more than by suffering like them. It is an 
atrocious suffering, when one has intelligence, knowl- 
edge, talent, and courage, to take one's head in one's 
hands every day, to try to force from it the marvellous 
invention which is to enrich one; to seek vainly for 
the fortunate method which is found by so many medi- 
ocre and even by so many stupid people, often without 
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even having sought it ! He heard so much of fortunes 
improvised by the aid of speculation or gambling that 
the irritation felt by Faurel turned to a cold rage. 
"And when one thinks," he ceaselessly repeated to 
himself, ''that I need only an insignificant capital of 
twenty or thirty thousand francs which would enable 
me to bide my time while working for my reputation I 
Yet I cannot remain indefinitely in this condition, with 
my pockets empty ! My articles and my supplemen- 
tary work, all the small tasks which I perform, — and 
God knows that I am ready to perform the double I — 
these cannot ensure me such an independence ! On 
the other hand, if I were to leave M. Br^chet and enter 
upon a new career, what could I expect? I should 
risk losing the substance for the shadow. Without 
luck, which is the indispensable element of every suc- 
cess not ensured by money or by birth, why should I 
succeed elsewhere better than here? And should I 
not have more to do, worse obstacles to overcome, in 
a new career? For here I shall, in fact, have but to 
be patient and to work; I shall be supported and 
pushed ; except money, I shall constantly have under 
my hand all the aids to success. With money, I could 
wait for my chance for five or ten years, if necessary. 
It would be strange indeed if at the end of such a time 
my fortime did not take shape. I do not ask for wealth ; 
I do not want a million nor a hundred thousand francs. 
No, only a few bundles of bank-notes, a few sacks of 
gold to bear me up in life, — to serve me as a point of 
support, perhaps as a springboard. With this small 
stake I would undertake to win fame, a wife, a situation, 
happiness, — everything, in short, everything I " 
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True or false, the idea took possession of him with 
the tenacity and tyranny of every idea which has been 
long fostered; for we govern our ideas only for a 
time, after which they govern us, A secret and last 
hope of Faurel was also shattered. He had come to 
flatter himself vaguely, for lack of something better, 
that he might obtain from his protector, if necessary, 
as a loan, a sum which would set him at his ease 
for a long while ; but the manner, at least evasive, in 
which he saw his overtures received, though they were 
modest and properly veiled, confirmed him in the bit- 
ter opinion that Daniel Brdchet was full of respect for 
his patrimony and for the rights of his collateral heirs, 
— economical as well as an economist. 

It was, naturally, about this period of his life that 
the passion for play came into the life, or rather into 
the dreams, of Gaetan Faurel. Not the vulgar passion 
of the frequenter of gambling-houses, and the reckless 
player, but the passion of one who reasons upon 
chances, who lays under contribution the calculation 
of probabilities to build his fortune in imagination, 
while the irony of chance robs him too really, alas ! of 
his few farthings. After long and very learned medita- 
tions upon this perilous theme, — corroborated, more- 
over, by a few timid attempts in obscure gambling- 
houses, — Gaetan fancied that he perceived that the 
search for a " system," properly speaking, was chimeri- 
cal ; but on the other hand, he reached the very firm 
and well reasoned conviction that there are some 
plans of attack upon the green cloth better combined 
than others, in all games, at least, w^hich admit of nu- 
merous combinations of chances. Everything lies in 
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not persisting, and in knowing how to be contented 
with a predetermined winning, very small, as a rule, in 
comparison with the amount risked. 

Such a discovery, if it was one, does not help much 
when one lacks precisely the heavy stake which is the 
soul of every combination of this kind. But such as it 
was, the discovery was none the less destined to exer- 
cise its power of corrupting fascination upon the destiny 
of the seeker. 

A short time, in fact, after the acute period of tins 
yellow fever, and when the young man had still upon 
his lips the taste of the thirst for gold, without the ex- 
citement of the first moments nor the allayment of 
convalescence, M. Brdchet went away. It was toward 
the end of June, and he was to return before the middle 
of the summer. But as he was setting out for several 
weeks, he thought that he ought to intrust his strong- 
box to the care of his protege. This strongbox was far 
from containing the savant's whole fortune, which was 
considerable ; it held, besides the money designed for 
current expenses, only a small bundle of securities pay- 
able to the bearer. It was a custom of the good man, 
who was cautious by nature and a classifier by profes- 
sion, to divide his fortune into small parts; keeping 
a certain quantity of securities deposited in different 
places, — a bundle here, a bundle there ; certain stocks 
with one banker, certain others with his notary; the 
greater part of his bonds with a large banking-house 
and the rest in his own safe. What he left in FaurePs 
care were these bonds, which he always kept by him, — 
some thirty thousand francs in many-coloured paper, 
not more. Considering, after mature deliberation, 
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that this small fortune would be a trouble to him in 
his journeys, he decided to leave it where it was ; and 
he set out without having left the combination or the 
key of his safe with his secretary. As a consequence 
of this wise reserve, it did not appear that his hab- 
its of prudence need be seriously disquieted by his 
accidental confidence. 

Only, it happened that M. Br^chet's absence was 
prolonged; after a visit to some watering-place, he. 
went to attend to certain matters in his Ain estate, 
where he never resided, but which he managed with 
care, and he was detained there much longer than 
he had expected. 

Foreseeing, consequently, that the settlement of his 
leases, the repairs, sales, and bargains would keep him 
for at least two months longer, and remembering that 
his secretary also would doubtless need or desire to go 
away, the good M. Br^chet sent his key to Gaetan with 
the fatal word, quia, — the " sesame " of the safe, — 
begging the young man to deposit the securities in a 
banking-house which he designated, and to replace 
them, in the safe, by the receipt which they would 
give him. 

Without any evil design, Faurel arranged the letters 
which were to allow him to open the little bronze door 
behind which slumbered the precious papers, decorated 
with vignettes and festoons ; without the slightest emo- 
tion of covetousness, he touched the fleeting trust. He 
never had for a minute the idea of appropriating these 
securities, which represented the wealth of another. On 
the contrary, he enclosed them with religious care in a 
large envelope, and went out to perform at once the 
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commission which he had received. But ill luck or 
the devil ordered it so that he arrived five minutes too 
late, a few moments after the closing of the office. He 
was obliged to keep the securities for at least twenty- 
four hours. 

In the absence of M. Br^chet, with whom he usually 
dined, he took his meals in a restaurant in the neigh- 
bourhood of the Odeon. It was warm that evening, for 
it was midsummer. Gaetan took a walk, with his en- 
velope under his arm, in the Champs Elys^es, before 
returning to the other side of the Seine. He was think- 
nig no evil ; but he was obliged to think of his parcel, 
which he feared losing or being robbed of, all the more 
because he was not accustomed to carrying securities 
or money. He grew weary of watching the passing of 
the hacks and the hired carriages which, after the end 
of spring, are almost alone in the most aristocratic streets 
and drives of the great city. He felt that peculiar dis- 
gust which takes possession of the Parisian (he was fully 
naturalized) at the melancholy spectacle of his city thus 
given over to the invasion of provincials and foreigners. 
He followed in imagination the elegant throng, now 
vanished. The blue sky brought before him visions of 
chateaux, watering-places, and casinos, all peopled with 
a more or less fashionable throng. And he began to 
ponder over his ambitions and his regrets, more bit- 
terly, perhaps, than he had done in the brilliant hours 
when the luxury of Paris had displayed itself, insolent 
and joyous, before the eyes of the poor. Soon, by a 
too natural association of ideas, he began to think that 
he was carrying a little capital, just equal to that which 
he had so longed, and still so longed, to possess. Then^ 
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suddenly, the recollection of a sign which he had shortly 
before read over a window in the hall of the banking- 
house, whither he had gone to obey the directions of 
him whom he inwardly, and not without irony, called 
his patron,— the image of this sign : Loans upon secu- 
rities up to 66% of their value ^ according to Bourse quo- 
tations^ arose in his memory, to become mingled and 
confounded, in spite of him, with all his dreams of for- 
tune and glory. From that moment he was lost. 

The next day, Daniel Brechet's securities, instead 
of being deposited under the name of their legitimate 
owner, were pledged for two thirds of their value in 
the name of the faithless depositary. And the day after, 
Faurel, laden with twenty-odd thousand franc notes, 
was setting sail for Monte Carlo. The season was fa- 
vourable ; for there was no probability of unpleasant en- 
counters, the roulette tables were comparatively deserted, 
and there was all the quiet necessary for preparing and 
accomplishing the great strokes of the system. 

FaurePs plan was as simple as it was hazardous ; it 
was to bet five times, neither more nor less, each bet 
to win five thousand francs, and to rise without asking 
for more. In case he lost, the young man would con- 
fess his fault, colouring it by some more creditable 
pretext than a temptation to gamble, and sign notes 
for twenty thousand francs for M. Br^chet. Twenty 
thousand francs was not, after all, such a sum tliat one 
could not easily repay it with labour and time. As for 
the securities, they would not fly away ; if worst came 
to worst, he would obtain one or several renewals. So 
that perhaps the borrower would have time to get in 
position to redeem them himself, without its costing the 
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forced lender anything, even a simple advance. But it 
is useless to enlarge upon the sophisms with which the 
imhappy man quieted his scruples ; in the position in 
which he had placed himself, people are rarely at a 
loss for them. The invariable conclusion of such bar- 
gainings with conscience is that the transaction is, in 
reality, nothing but a loan, pure and simple. 

His remorse being thus lulled to sleep after a fash- 
ion, Faurel, pale but calm and resolute, approached 
the gaming-table, and studied on the spot the means 
of winning, as cheaply as possible, the sum which he 
needed. Strange ! the contemplation of the green 
cloth, upon which stand out in yellow the thirty-seven 
squares and the thirty-seven numbers which offer 
themselves to the inspiration of the player, did not 
trouble him. On the contrary, it appeared to him 
more and more evident that if at a given moment 
he made only the bets which he had planned, suc- 
cess could not escape him. 

Nevertheless, he gave himself ten da)rs to watch 
the plays and note the numbers which came out the 
oftenest during that time, in order to bet against them 
when the time came. This he did ; and nothing was 
able to distract him from his task, — neither the 
enervating dink of the gold, which is as funereal 
after a time as a passing-bell, nor the thousand inci- 
dents of the game, nor the glances of the gleaners 
of louis, who wandered about the table. On the tenth 
day, at precisely three o'clock, — that is to say, at the 
exact instant upon which he had fixed, — he divided 
his first sum between the numbers and columns of 
his choice; his hands trembled a little, but his face 
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was impassible. His gaming capital was not twenty 
but twenty-five thousand francs ; for in order to com- 
plete the sum which was to assure him, with two at- 
tacks^ five or six thousand francs at each bet, he 
had added to the amount of the loan the five bank- 
notes of a thousand francs each which represented all 
that he properly possessed. It seemed to him that by 
thus associating his little all with the risks of his en- 
terprise, he in so far purified his evil deed. 

The ball spun round; twenty seconds passed, dur- 
ing which he said to himself that he was in the posi- 
tion of all those who dared in finance and politics, of 
all those who venture all to gain all, and it was a 
precious comfort to him. The ball fell; they an- 
nounced the number : he had won. Four times more 
the operation was repeated with equal success, without 
his having to touch his reserve. The result was more 
than twenty-five thousand francs won. Emboldened 
and triumphant, the gambler, who took himself for a 
calculator, wished to try a sixth and last bet, having 
this time the ineffable satisfaction of playing, as they 
say, " on velvet." Contrary to what usually happens 
in such cases, he won again. Then standing firm, or 
rather holding to his resolutions which he did not wish 
to transgress further, he picked up the scattered bank- 
notes, crumpling them with the fine negligence of the 
fortunate gambler, and prepared to retire, — a thing as 
rare as it is meritorious when one is in full triumph. 

Still, he could not do it without casting about him 
a victorious and feverish glance. But suddenly his 
features contracted frightfully; his complexion, which 
the intoxication of success had hardly coloured, became 
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livid, bloodless ; his eyey fluttered, then closed with a 
nervous trembling of the lids. Quite close and a little 
behind him, leaning upon the dealer's chair, Daniel 
Br^chet in person was looking at him with a mocking 
curiosity in which, if the unfortunate winner had been 
inclined to analysis, he might have discovered the 
sardonic satisfaction of the robbed person who dis- 
covers his robber in funds. Gaetan's clinched hand 
opened as though the rake of a croupier had fallen 
brutally upon it to make him loose his hold, and the 
bank-notes fell scattered on the table. Those who sat 
by whispered together; they even exchanged aloud 
their impressions, which might have been summed up 
thus : " It is the shock. He is some one who plays 
more than he ought. It is a bad game, anyhow, and 
will cost him dear, if he does not stop now." The 
croupiers alone, and especially one of those acute 
inspectors who watch and police the rooms of great 
gambling-houses, suspected the truth. But as the 
scene did not appear likely to have any immediate 
consequences, or to interest the house, the dealers 
resumed their eternal sing-song refrain, a glass of water 
was offered to the impressionable victor, his bank-notes 
were placed in his hands, and at the end of five min- 
utes no one thought of the incident except Daniel 
Br^chet — and perhaps also the inspector, who had 
shaken his head as he continued his round. 

The thoughtful expression of this detective, the 
long and suspicious look with which he followed Gae- 
tan's retreat, told a great deal about his manner of 
interpreting this sudden emotion, and all the more 
because he walked two or three times about M. Br^- 
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chet, who had attracted his attention by a certain 
reciprocal play of expression. It would seem that in 
walking about thus, with one's hands behind his back, 
in the rooms at Monte Carlo, one acquires a singular 
experience and a profound knowledge of humanity. 

However that might have been, and although Faurel, 
during his untimely faintness, had believed that he over- 
heard a whispering between M. Br^chet and the dealer, 
the worthy savant had watched the whole scene as a 
silent philosopher, and had left the Casino very quietly, 
ten minutes after his secretary. He did nothing but ask 
at the secretary's office for the address of M. Faurel, 
whom he needed, he said, to see immediately. They 
made no objection, upon seeing his card, to fur- 
nishing him with this address. And it appeared that 
Gaetan had honestly given his name and that of the 
hotel at which he was stopping, — which is easily ex- 
plained, for he had no very serious reasons for doing 
otherwise. So that the explanation took place that 
evening very calmly in the H6tel de Russie. 

This is what had occurred. M. Br^chet had been 
unexpectedly recalled to Paris. When he arrived there, 
his surprise had been great at finding neither Gaetan 
nor the key to his safe, nor any letter, nor any informa- 
tion intended to put him on the track of one or the 
other. Having to draw some money from the banking- 
house which he had indicated to Faurel as the place of 
deposit, he had the natural curiosity to inquire about 
his securities. There was no trace of a deposit in his 
name; this became interesting, almost serious. Having 
already talked considerably to the clerk to whom he 
had been directed, and with whom he had some ac- 
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quaintance, he talked still more, and in particular ex- 
plained the nature of the presumed deposit, gave the 
names of the bonds and that of the agent. They at 
once, out of courtesy, began a regular investigation, 
and by degrees discovered what Madame de Rosem- 
bray might legitimately have termed in the circumstances 
the " something wrong." M. Brfechet, wholly anxious 
and intensely annoyed, set out in pursuit of him whom, 
apart from the injury done, he would have been glad to 
be able to consider anything but his robber. For the 
worthy economist, while holding closely to his money, was 
greatly attached to his secretary ; and he was eager to 
stop him on the fatal decline^ no less than to recover 
his money. By dint of persistence, he succeeded in 
discovering the direction taken by Gaetan. 

The rest followed easily, but not without great dam- 
age to the pride of the culprit. Daniel Br^chet lectured 
him paternally, showed him the imperfections and rep- 
rehensibility of his defensive arguments, and pardoned 
his fault, but gently pronounced his dismissal. Never- 
theless, as Gaetan had admitted his faults and humbled 
himself properly, the savant promised not to break with 
him, but to continue his protection, though only at a 
distance. 

This promise was afterward scrupulously kept. 
Whenever Gaetan Faurel needed M. Br^chet's assist- 
ance, he found the latter ready to serve him. 

Every precaution, besides, had been taken to prevent 
any knowledge of the young man's escapade from tran- 
spiring. Upon their return to Paris, which they made 
together, the most satisfactory explanations had been 
given to the banking-house, which had involuntarily 
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become a dangerous confidant ; the securities had been 
withdrawn with M. Br^chet's co-operation, but by the 
hands of Faurel, who was adroitly exculpated and evea 
loudly congratulated for the pretended service of real 
importance which he was supposed to have rendered, 
by his action, to his embarrassed principal. There had 
been nothing but a misunderstanding, more ridiculous 
than annoying. Thanks to this ingenious fiction, no 
disagreeable trace of the adventure could remain. 

As for the impression retained by the delinquent, it 
must be confessed that it was not in all respects what it 
might have been. The young man clung to the idea 
that when all accounts were settled, he had not taken 
anything from any one, and had not wronged any one 
to the extent of a penny. Even the intention of firaud 
or larceny — intention, that element which constitutes 
crime — had never existed, since he had only acted with 
tiie firm purpose of restoring the sum irregularly bor- 
rowed. What then ? There remained no trace of it in 
his mind, save as a slight indelicacy, for which success 
had gained pardon. In our days, and in all ages, suc- 
cess has caused far worse things to be forgotten. And 
then — but this is perhaps peculiar to our own time — 
we can be easily rehabilitated in our own eyes, as well 
as in the opinion of society, by good conduct, free 
from new offences. If Gaetan had been wanting in 
honour for a moment, as he was sure of having recovered 
enough of it never to find himself running short of it 
again, he considered that he was quits with the world 
and with himself. 

Strong in this decree of acquittal, which was drawn 
up and applied in all sincerity, and provided for the 
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fature with \iidiat he called his " elixir of patience," 
Gaetan returned to work, with his heart lighter than 
formerly, and his pocket heavier. Being master of his 
time, and working when he chose, he accompHshed 
much that was of serious value, and soon attracted the 
attention of important people. Following the path 
which had been marked out for him by fate, he perse- 
vered in sociological studies, but broadened his field 
and his style, and even boldly attacked the high and 
vain speculations of theoretical politics. At this work 
he earned a bare living, not impoverishing himself, but 
not growing richer, either. 

This period of struggle, so confident and, so to speak, 
peaceful, was the happiest of his life. Contrary to what 
he had pretended in liis conversation with Luce, the 
breaking off of his relations with Daniel Br^chct did 
not suddenly ruin any of his fundamental hopes ; it 
was cmly in the course of time that his confidence be- 
came worn out and that he became frightened, finding 
himself too long stationary. The moment had come 
for him to attain a position of eminence, and it was not 
easy. Great situations are won by great struggles ; pa- 
tience generally prepares reputations which are far from 
lucrative. But in order to throw himself personally 
into the fray, instead of being contented with issuing 
printed manifestoes, he needed a plume and arms, in 
other words a name and a fortune ; for as Faurel had 
been heretofore patronized by people who were wise, 
quiet, and conservative, he had waited till it was too 
late for him to turn his coat and display advanced 
opinions. He obtained the name by a very common 
subterfuge, and o^e upon which the goverument — 
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which has an interest in it, since it collects large fees 
from this source — b accustomed to close its eyes, if 
it be but urged a little. He was on the point of obtain- 
ing fortune and rank by his marriage with the Countess 
d'Orgevaut One can readily understand his anguish 
in the presence of the unforeseen or, more properly 
speaking, the despised rock which threatened to wreck 
his bark so near port. 

The letter to which M. Br^chet had alluded had been 
written by Gaetan a considerable time after his adven- 
ture, to thank him who had so often been his bene- 
factor for not having withdrawn from him such precious 
support ; and it was on the occasion of the assistance 
which the member of the Institute had given him with 
the Chancery in the matter of obtaining the decree 
which was to confer upon the son of Nicholas Faurel 
an agreeable name. This letter, written under the 
influence. of the impression of the moment, and con- 
sequently all gratitude, was expressed in very explicit 
terms; it contained almost a manuscript confession. 
But if Gaetan had more than once thought with annoy- 
ance that the letter might have been filed among the 
papers of the old maniac, who was extravagantly de- 
voted to order and preservation, he had quickly re- 
assured himself by the thought that never in the world 
would a man who had been so kind io him have the 
cruelty to make use of such a document. 

Indeed, he thought it strange that he should have 
been threatened with it. If his fault had really left in 
M. Brdchet's mind a feeling of disgust and contempt, 
why had he shown such evidences of interest and such 
kindnesses, which would have been guilty weaknesses, 
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beyond the limit of a reasonable indulgence ? Gaetan 
was ignorant that the economist's eyes were still suffi- 
ciently young to have observed Madame d*Orgevaut*s 
beauty, as well as the littie manoeuvres which presaged 
the fortunate windfall which was about to come to his 
protege. The savant's icy reception had startled him, 
but he did not know the secret of this exaggerated 
coldness. And he did not seek it. The only impres- 
sion which he retained of his interview with Daniel 
Br^chet was that his projects might be mined, but that 
this would not be done unless there were direct provo- 
cation, and that nothing positive, even, was known in 
regard to the event which was about to occur. This 
was the cause of the palliative devised by the young 
man, in the shape of delay, to escape for the present the 
danger which might result from the conversations and 
comments, and especially from the questions and inves- 
tigations of which his marriage could not fail to become 
the object when it was announced. To gain time was 
to win half of the battle ; to reach the winter, to per- 
suade the countess to go and live in the South, and to 
be married there after the residence of six months le- 
gally necessary, without any publicity other than the 
legal publicity, meant positive triumph. What must be 
avoided at any cost was a marriage in Paris, because 
no matter how much matters might be hastened, every- 
thing is done there with sound of drum and trumpet, 
and especially marriages of a certain class. 
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From the day when Luce and Lauriane had come to 
know one another thoroughly the intimacy of these 
young women had become very great. Madame 
d'Orgevaut, who had long misunderstood the marquise, 
was never weary of asking her pardon in every key ; 
Madame de Rosembray, on her side, felt a steadily in- 
creasing sympathy for the countess, whose serious mind 
could unbend on occasions, and did not in any wise 
prevent her from enjojdng the sweetness of a tender and 
ingenuous friendship with a woman. Gaetan was never 
mentioned in the conversations between the two friends, 
although he visited Lauriane quite frequently. There 
was, moreover, a reason for this reserve ; it was be- 
cause Luce herself, when she had begged Lauriane not 
to spread the report of her approaching marriage, had 
appeared to wish her friend not to speak of her future 
husband, — and indeed they could not do better than 
to be silent, since their views differed totally concerning 
the chosen one. 

One day, however. Luce, who went to dine with Lau- 
riane once or twice a week, reached Verdure somewhat 
earlier than usual, and went at once to the marquise's 
room, — a Pompadour room, which with an adjacent 
dressing-room composed the whole of the young 
woman's private apartment. After the customary 
kisses, Madame d'Orgevaut drew from a yellow en- 
velope a large paper, mysteriously stamped, sealed, and 
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agned, and unfolded it, saying, with an irony which 
perhaps concealed a little embarrassment, — 

"I claim the floor for a personal explanation. I 
told you, my dear, that I should show you some day or 
other the decree which authorizes M. Faurel — ** 

** What childishness ! " interrupted Madame de Ro- 
sembray, throwing her arms about Luce, without 
looking at the paper. ** Do you suppose that I had 
the shadow of a doubt? Unless it is a piece of 
spitefulness — " 

" No, no ; I am very anxious to furnish an authentic 
proof to you and yom* people, — including M. de.Dhun, 
who had something to do with your scepticism, did he 
not?" 

" You are mistaken, my very dear Luce. So far from 
M. de Dhun having made me sceptical, it was I who 
inspired him with the most distinct of his doubts, with 
his only categorical grievance against his rival." 

" Bah ! " said Luce, who was somewhat incredulous. 
*' Well, show him, I beg you, as a favour to me, this 
duplicate of the decree, which I leave with you. Show 
it also to your husband and your mother." 

" If you like ; but I assure you that it is now wholly 
superfluous, — we are all convinced." 

" Convinced, but not converted? " 

" Ah ! converted is another matter. Liking will not 
come to order, as they say, nor faith either." 

The furrow upon the brow, which was with Luce the 
habitual indication of acute annoyance, grew deeper. 
Lauriane noticed it, and continued hastily, — 

" But why, in the name of Heaven, should we return 
to this detestable subject of conversation, which you 
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yourself seemed to have banished? I swear to yon 
that I have not at this moment any wish dearer than to 
see you happy. I hope with all my heart that the 
future will give the lie to my unjustified mistrust. Why, 
gracious ! it will not be the first time that a foolish in- 
stinctive antipathy has led the poor judgment of a 
woman astray. As for Paul de Dhun, who is both 
judge in and party to the case, he is really not in a 
position to pronounce an imbiassed decision. Only it 
would not be just to feel harshly toward the poor fel- 
low for this reason ; besides, he is about to kave Paris. 
And now let us talk about something else, shall we 
not, grave charmer, who have allowed yourself to be 
charmed?" 

*' Let us talk about something else ! let us talk about 
something else ! — it is very easy to say. But do you 
not think that I am grieved to see that you do not yet 
understand me?" 

« Oh, you obstinate, despotic creature ! Do you 
wish me to love him too? I will try; but I cannot 
promise it, — I am too fer from it." 

''Still, I cannot many the Prince de Dhun, 
when — " 

" Oh, good heavens, do not marry him ! Except 
himself, who would have the right to reproach you? 
Ah, if you would only consent not to marry the 
other I " 

" But if I cannot be happy save with this other? " 

"Bah, bah! Will you let me speak to you with 
what you call my absurd and childish philosophy? 
Well, serious women have this in common with school- 
boys, that they take a fancy for a style, and npt for a ' 
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particular individual. What you love is the style of 
M. d'AmWrieu much mcwe than his person. Here, I 
will give you a proof; reply honestly. If he had not had 
green eyes, would you have loved him all the same?" 

** I have every reason to believe so," replied Ma- 
dame d*Orgevaut, laughing. 

" There, you sec 1 I should never have loved my 
husband if he had not had eyes of the colour which he 
has, — chestnut, mottled- with black. It is Ludovic 
de Rosembray whom I loved ; not a man belonging 
to a certain social or inteDectual category. It is he, 
with his eyes, his moustache — " 

" Then if he were to lose or cut off his moustache, 
you would love him no longer? " 

Thfe remark, uttered with quiet roguery, embarrassed 
the jester. But she did not remain long at a loss ; in- 
deed, it was not rarely that she foimd, in such cases, 
her most judicious apothegms. 

" Yes," she replied, ** because, you see, when a wo- 
man has begun to love, she continues to do so with- 
out regard to the original cause of her love, which 
explains the strange persistency of the great love of 
certain women for degraded or debased beings. Why 
do they talk of the insoluble problem of perpetual 
moticHi? For women have discovered eternal love; a 
sHght impulsion, only one, and there it is for life ! " 

^' Ah ! I have caught you tripping again, illogical 
Lauriane! If what you assert be true, what matters 
the original cause of my love for M. Faurel? It is 
there for life ; and consequently the best thing, is it 
not, is for me to marry him?" 

^ Ta, ta, ta ! I know that you will always beat me. 
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in logic, — you, a reasoner by profession ; but I none 
the less feel that I shall be right rather than you in 
tlie domain of reality. And I am sorry for it. As if 
life cared for logic ! " 

Luce took her friend's hands, and sitting down 
beside her, said, — 

" Listen, unconquerable little cousin, — for there is 
some cousinly feeling at the bottom of our friendship, 
and that gives you a double right to be anxious about 
my marriage. Although I have as much as possible 
avoided occasions to preach for my saint, knowing 
that he was not yours, I wish once for all to tell you 
what I have at heart — and in my heart. I love M. 
d*Amb^rieu because he is precisely the husband that 
I had dreamed of, — a superior man who will never 
crush his wife with his superiority, because he admits 
that a woman can be his equal. I love him also, per- 
haps, because of certain similarity of position which 
I see retrospectively between our two destinies. I 
love him, finally, because he has always treated me 
with respect, without taking advantage of a kind of 
comradeship which is always ambiguous, to venture 
upon the slightest familiarity which could wound me. 
That is why I love him. And now, this is the reason 
that I shall never love a man of the style of those whom 
you recommend to my attention. For an idle man or 
a man of the world, I shall always be, in any circum- 
stances, a blue-stocking. Yes, even in the eyes of a 
man who loved me, — even in the eyes of the Prince 
de Dhun, — after the honeymoon, that is; for finally 
the fatal, the inevitable moment would come when my 
husband would see in me only a woman ridiculou^y 
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learned, impossible to divert, and incapable of amusing 
herself with him by ordinary methods. Be just, be 
honest ; how long could peace reign in such a household ? 
In such a society as that in which you live, my dear 
Lauriane, women like me are real monsters; I grant 
it, I proclaim it. And it is precisely for that reason 
that the education of women has no greater enemies 
than the men of society. If their companions begin 
to judge them, they are lost; they feel this. They 
need for wives thoughtless creatures whom the circling 
of the waltz keeps in continual dizziness. I have 
told you what is in my heart. Let us go on to what 
I have at heart. I reproach you, and I reproach M. de 
Dhun, and perhaps others, with that excessive mis- 
trust which seems almost animosity, and which has for 
its objects all those who are not on an equality with 
you. Here is a man of small fortune and doubtful 
birth, but intelligent, industrious, and honest : he loves 
a woman whom you are good enough to consider as 
one of yourselves. At once you band yourselves to- 
gether against him, and you suspect him ; I dare not 
say that you calumniate him, but you are not far from 
it. It is unjust, it is wrong. I have said everything ; 
and now I would sew my lips together rather than 
add anything. M. d'Amb^rieu does not wish our 
marriage to take place at once ; it will be when he 
pleases, but the sooner the better." 

" I am quite of the same opinion, since that is how 
you feel, my dear Luce. I have only one thing to say, 
to reiterate to you: married or not, we will always 
love you here. As for your little scolding, I deserved 
it, — perhaps. I can only bow to it." 
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According to Madame d*Orgevaut*s desire, ti« 
matter was dismissed, and they talked of something 
else. 

A few days later M. de Dhun came to take leave of 
the countess before an autumn excursion into Upper 
Austria, — a great hunting-trip which served as a pretext 
for his departure, and for an absence which, he said^ 
might last for months. Fully informed by the Marquise 
de Rosembray concerning the hopelessness of his love, 
as much grieved as discomfited at seeing the campaign 
which he had undertaken with his cousin turned to his 
shame, he wished at least to retreat with dignity. Being 
conquered, it could not please him either to remain in 
the neighbourhood of Luce, or to appear to fly from 
her, like an humbled adversary. 

Madame d'Orgevaut, who had not seen him for some 
time, received him coldly, which enabled him to say at 
once what he had to say. Having spoken of his com- 
ing journey, he added, — 

" I have to apologize to you, Madame. If any one 
has recently annoyed or grieved you by striving to im- 
plant a doubt in your mind concerning a person who is 
dear to you, it was through my fault — ** 

" I knew it ; that is, I suspected it." 

" But I assure you, upon my honour, that, little dis- 
interested as I may have been in the question, and 
partial as you may have beUeved me, I have simply 
been the victim of certain untoward appearances. You 
will admit — " 

"I do not know exactly what these appearances 
were," interrupted Luce, coldly mocking; "but I am 
willing to believe — " 
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^It was concerning the name, the double name 
of—" 

At the precise instant when this name was about to 
be pronounced by the Prince de Dhun, the portibre 
was raised by a servant, and gave entrance to the future 
husband of Madame d'Orgevaut. Neither the coimtess 
nor her visitor, preoccupied as they were, — the one by 
what she was about to hear, the other by what he had 
to explain, — had heard the soimd of the bell. 

The meeting was positively embarrassing at such a 
moment ; and accustomed as he was to the dissimula- 
tion of society, and prepared as he should have been 
for delicate situations, M. de Dhun nevertheless revealed 
in his bearing a sort of confusion. Luce had scarcely 
started. She even appeared moderately well satisfied 
with the mental humiliation and physical discomfort in- 
flicted upon her unfortunate suitor ; it was one of those 
little vengeances which are appreciated by women as 
much as and more than those in which they have to 
play an active part. 

As M. Faurel, after a short but courteous bow to the 
prince, — the bow of a man to a man, and not that of 
an adversary to an adversary, — was turning about to 
take a chair, Madame d'Orgevaut, with a cruel smile, 
leaned toward her first visitor, and said in an under* 
tone, " I will spare you your excuses and explanations, 
although, everything considered, they could never be 
better timed than now.*' 

Then, rai^ng her voice to speak to Faurel, she 
added, — 

"The Prince de Dhun has come to say good-by to 
me. He is leaving Paris and France for some time, 
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and going to Austria, where I myself have been living 
recently, and where I have many friends ; I was giving 
him some commissions." 

The prince, at the thought that the new-comer, the 
unavoidable confidant of Madame d'Orgevaut, espe- 
cially in this matter which interested them equally, could 
not be ignorant of anything which the countess knew 
or guessed, felt the embarrassment of an honest man, 
and a generous desire to rid himself completely of the 
vile appearance of being a mean inquisitor and a 
masked informer which was forced upon him, in spite 
of himself, by his doubtful position and his equivocal 
intervention. Much as it cost his pride as a man and 
his feelings as a lover, he gallantly made up his mind to 
do on the spot what delicacy and honour prompted. 
He turned toward Faurel, and said, — 

"Madame d'Orgevaut is endeavouring, sir, very 
wrongly, though yielding to a feeling of pity for which 
I thank her fh)m the bottom of my heart, to deceive 
you concerning the subject of our conversation, the 
conversation which you have interrupted. I have no 
apologies to make to you, sir, for I have put no impu- 
tation upon you which was originated by me ; but being 
deceived by false or incomplete information, I made 
a mistake which might have been hurtful to you, if 
you had not been perfectly secure against all injuri- 
ous insinuations. On the strength of these unlucky 
denunciations, — ill-advised, I should say, — I believed, 
I was able to believe for a moment, that one of the two 
names which you bear had been usurped by you — " 

"Had the fact been true," interrupted Madame 
d'Orgevaut, who, still uncertain ^ to how matters 
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would turn out, was scarcely more than half pleased 
by the scene offered her by the meeting of her two 
lovers, — " there was nothing in it to disgrace an 
honest man. These harmless conquests are very com- 
mon trifles nowadays. Why, good Madame Bourgois, 
for instance, has no other reason that I know of for 
calling herself Mesnil — " 

" Granted, my dear madame," returned the Prince 
de Dhun. " But, at any rate, M. d'Amb^rieu having a 
better reason than his good pleasure — in short, it is 
only just that I should admit my error, and declare 
that I have abandoned it." 

Faurel went to the prince with outstretched hand. 
He was a really sympathetic man, this Faurel, the 
Marquise de Rosembray to the contrary notwith- 
standing, whenever he was frankly himself and no 
afterthought preoccupied him, when his too far-reach- 
ing sight did not make his glance seem false, — when- 
ever, in short, the too constant care for his future 
left him some freedom of mind, some spontaneity of 
expression. Gradually reassured as the season ad- 
vanced, he had had time to recover confidence ; and 
besides the very natural impulse of gratitude aroused 
in him by the loyal and courteous declaration of M. 
de Dhun, he felt the necessity of transforming once 
for all into a neutral, if not into an ally, him whose 
hostility had secretly troubled him, as the most serious 
of dangers. 

The prince pressed FaureFs hand without warmth, 
but with a resigned courtesy. The situation, more- 
over, was one which permitted a certain amount of 
emotion, for it restored to every one a degree of dig- 
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nity, without real humiliation for any one. Ixl this 
conjuncture Faurel showed his tact. 

" Events," said he, " as much as our instinctive pref- 
erences, command our sympathy. After the acknowl- 
edgment which you have just made, sir, I have less 
than ever the right to think that I have any claim upon 
yours ; but that is not a reason sufficient to prevent my 
feeling regard for you." 

The two men bowed, and the scene would doubtless 
have ended, if the Faurel of the days of calculation 
and prudence had not inopportunely shown himself 
in a question less adroit in form than provident in 
substance. 

« Only, you will permit me," the young savant thought 
it necessary to add, " to ask you whence comes the — 
hostile information which led you, in spite of yourself 
to accuse me of a bad action. This action, venial as 
it may be considered in our days, is none the less 
disgraceful in the eyes of men of honour, especially 
because i*^ gives rise to suspicions of underhand designs 
and inexcusable duplicity. Where, pray, did you meet 
my accusers?" 

" Oh ! simply in your own country, sir, in the town 
in which you were bom, and the name of which you 
bear." 

"That is singular," said Gaetan, with manifest as- 
tonishment. "I have returned there only once, on 
the occasion of my father's death." 

" Still, that is where the insinuations, the slanders — " 

" But I have no enemies there ! They scarcely know 
me there, or they know me at least only as a laureate 
<tf t)>e University, a prize-winner. Recently, it is tnie^ 
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I thought of taking legitimate advantage of these vague 
recollections of glory, and to venture upon a political 
candidacy; but circumstances caused me to abandon 
these misty projects. Who can have — " 

** Oh ! no one, indeed, made any serious accusation. 
I simply heard, from some one who came from there, 
that they knew you only under the name of Faurel, 
and that they were astonished — " 

" That proves that the greater part of my fellow- 
townsmen do not read the newspapers, and that those 
who do read them are not commimicative." 

"Quite true, nothing more; and I should have 
thought of that at once. Madame, I shall see you 
next year, no doubt. Sir, I have the honour — " 

The prince, who had not sat down again, went out 
Madame d'Orgevaut favoiured him with an extremely 
kindly, almost tender look. The conduct which he 
had just shown had certainly been a revelation for the 
countess ; he would be esteemed henceforth as much 
as he might have been loved. But he was neither 
prouder nor happier for this ; when a woman refuses 
us love, we care litde for her esteem. Therefore, far 
from being cleared by the light of this tardy favour, 
his brow grew still darker beneath the accumulation 
of sad reflections which assailed his mind in the soli- 
tude of his return. The young man did not repent 
of his generous attitude, which had been suggested to 
him by his chivalrous conscience, and by the knowl- 
edge that he was in a position which was a false, al- 
most a humiliating one for him. But now a multitude 
of doubts returned to him concerning the uprightness 
of the person whose honour he had been obliged to 
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admit as being at least very probable. The impres- 
sions and the rash judgments which had been engen- 
dered in his mind by the incident at Mesnil again 
appeared to have a foundation, in consequence of the 
evidently sincere surprise shown by M. Faurel when 
he learned the source of the suspicions which were 
confessed to him after the fact. He who might al- 
ready be called, by an unimportant anticipation, 
Madame d'Orgevaut's husband, did not expect, it was 
very clear, to hear of the inhabitants of his village, 
when it came to mentioning his detractors or his con- 
cealed enemies. Did he not seem to be expecting a 
name? What name? Why not that of Daniel Br^- 
chet? Yes, of course ! The economist must know all 
about it. But what then? There was nothing to be 
done, since he had not been willing to speak. It would 
have been worthy of the Prince de Dhun, indeed, to 
begin afresh the detective operations which had pro- 
duced so glorious a result ! " Go and shoot grouse, 
imbecile, and do not try to put up gallows-birds, which 
are not generally easy to find." Such was the conclu- 
sion of this short monologue, — the last, as the prince 
thought, the material for which would be furnished by 
the love affairs of the Countess d'Orgevaut. 

Quite different was the frame of mind of Gaetan, 
who, for the first time since his more or less warranted 
frights, really saw the future as rose-coloured, — that 
terrible future which had always troubled him so 
greatly. If his most directly interested adversary gave 
up the fight, whom had he still to fear, and whom need 
he henceforth distrust? Even granting that M. Br^- 
chet was a man to produce, in the specified case, the 
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acaising letter, — and Gaetan had all the difficulty in 
the world in admitting such a thing, so strange and in- 
explicable had appeared to him the contradiction be- 
tween such an action and the course of discreet indul- 
gence so long followed, — what did it matter now? 
The autumn was coming. Luce, on being skilfully 
sounded, revealed no insurmountable repugnance to 
spending the winter on the shores of the Mediterra- 
nean; she had only expressed some astonishment, in 
vague phrases, that her conqueror was not in greater 
haste to profit by his victory. But, bah ! the rhetoric 
of love is never at a loss to retard, any more than to 
accelerate, expected denouements; they would see. 
The black cloud, however, the only one, and which kept 
steadily diminishing, but without having wholly disap- 
peared from the horizon, was that threat of storm per- 
sonified by the old savant. He was not far off, after 
all, perhaps even in Paris, — he who so seldom went 
away, caring for the country only to glean there statis- 
tics of cultivation, of agricultural labour, or the depopu- 
lation of the rural districts. Had Luce seen him^ 
Had he been to visit her? Was there a chance that 
he might come some day soon? It was necessary to 
clear up this point. By an adroit turn, Gaetan led the 
conversation from generalities concerning the obliga- 
tory relations which sprang from the neighbourhood of 
Paris to a detailed review of the friends of Madame 
d*Orgevaut and her late husband. In this way Daniel 
Br^chet could not be omitted. In fact, his name was 
soon pronounced. 

" Daniel Br^chet ? An intimate friend of M. d*Orge- 
vaut," said the countess, " and who used to be one of 
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my own fkithful friends. But I confess that I have 
rarely seen him since my return, much less frequently 
than I expected." 

" An excellent, an admirable man,'* said Faurel, care- 
lessly. " You know what ties of intimate dependence 
bound me to him — " 

" Certainly. And his zeal for you has likewise grown 
cool?" 

" I told you, I think, our little disagreements? " 

'' Yes ; but he was formerly considered to honour me 
with a particular esteem — " 

She began to laugh, and added : *' A somewhat ten* 
der esteem." 

Faurel started. "What ! " said he, "was he in love 
with you, at his age? " 

" They asserted it, mischievously. M. de Dhun in 
particular insisted that it was so. And if your dis- 
agreements or the coolness of your relations were of 
recent date, there would be reason to believe that I had 
something to do with them. At any rate, I am sure that 
you have helped to keep him away from my house." 

Gaetan did not reply. He was again pensive and 
absorbed. There was in this, imquestionably, matter 
for serious anxiety and new fears. If he could see a 
present rival in his old protector, now irritated against 
him, the situation would become clearer, but it would 
also become strangely complicated. The moral guar- 
antees of silence or non-interference became reduced 
to nothing or to very little ; jealousy, and especially se- 
nile jealousy, looses tongues which one would believe 
the most securely bound, and opens lips which one 
would suppose the most hermetically sealed* The 
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danger was no longer vague and uncertain ; it appeared 
terril^e and imminent ; it was a sunken rock discovered 
suddenly and too late, perhaps, to avoid it. A little 
more, and all would be over with the skiff which bore 
Gaetan Faurel, his fortune and his love. 

The revelation was terrifying. Nevertheless, the 
young man repressed the shudder which ran over him ; 
he became in a twinkling melancholy and tenderly ro- 
mantic, as he had been more than once. 

" Luce," said he, coming and leaning his hand upon 
Madame d'Orgevaut*s chair, "do you know one thing? 
It is that this empire, this sovereign seduction, which 
you exercise on every one about you is a source of 
continual torture for me, as much as, more than, the 
insulting suspicions of your friends. I have told you 
that I did not wish to have the appearance of hastening 
our marriage, and it b true ; but I have not confessed 
to you that I suffer deeply at seeing you so much loved. 
And yet it is true ! Everybody loves you, — all those who 
now come or who ever have come near you, young and 
old. What more natural, indeed? What motives they 
have for loving you ! Eyes, reason, and heart, — you 
win them all at once. Yes, what more natural? But 
what could be more painful for me, — for me who have 
no one but you, — for me whose love dreams ceaselessly 
of seclusion, privacy, liberty?" 

" Love in a desert ? " said Luce, smiling, and letting 
her hand fall into Gaetan*s. " Very well, let us go 
away. But, poor, melancholy fellow ! you forget what 
you are, — what you were yesterday, at least, and what 
you Moll be again to-morrow, — a man of toil and strug- 
gle, almost a public man ; that is, a man who needs an 
10 
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arena, spectators, and adversaries. Besides, why not 
hasten the event which will lighten your heart of half 
its cares? You know that it is not I who wish to 
delay." 

" I know. But can you believe that I should really 
be, because of that, well satisfied and proud to have 
you belong to me only to be obliged to share you with 
others, to be your husband only to continue to ask 
myself, when anyone comes to your — to my house, 
* Is this one also going to love her, or has he already 
loved her? ' Ah ! no, I swear to you that I would rather 
wait ten years for you and not be obliged to give away 
one of your looks or smiles, of your words or thoughts. 
I understand very well that we cannot be married like 
fugitives, — to-morrow, perhaps, the day after to- 
morrow, far from here — " 

" But why not? " asked Luce, with a pretty grimace 
of impatience. "Why? Why? What prevents us? 
Who interferes with us? Who can forbid it? " 

" I have told you \ I do not wish to have the appear- 
ance of carrying you off, even with a good motive." 

" Then what do you complain of which is not your 
own doing? " 

" Luce, there is a very simple way of arranging every- 
thing. Start as soon as possible for Beaulieu or San 
Remo. No, not San Remo ; remain in France. Well, 
then, go to Beaulieu — " 

"In September?" 

" The month makes no difference. You can rent a 
villa; there are plenty of charming ones. I will go 
and live, on the pretext of ill health, at Nice, for in- 
stance, or nearer — " 



Digitized 



by Google 



MADAME D'ORGEVAUT'S HUSBAND. I47 

. « That would hardly do." 

" At Nice, then. We can see one another without 
attracting attention ; in three or four months you can re- 
turn here, or even to Paris, and we will be married." 

" We might be married in the South, while we are 
there, beneath the blue sky and under the shade of the 
gray olive-trees. It would be very poetic." 

" Unfortunately there is a question of residence ; one 
must live six months in a place, in order to have the 
right of being married there." 

"Well, since it pleases you to wait, six months is not 
an eternity." 

" Just as you like, so long as I am the only person 
\irho sees you." 

" Are you mad? Well, your madness is a pleasant 
one. But believe me, you are too delicate, too punc- 
tilious, too much concerned for the refinements of 
hcmour." 

" Should you love me so much if I were less? " 

" No ! " said Luce, presenting her radiant brow to 
the lips of him to whdin she gave up her life. 
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X. 

Near the new highway, which is improperly termed 
the New Comici Road, between Beaulieu and Eza, and 
in the territory of the latter commune, Madame d'Or- 
gevaut had rented a villa, which could not, without a 
strong tendency towards hyperbolic praise, be charac- 
terized as charming or even pretty, — as is customary, 
— so simple was it, and free from all attempt at orna- 
mentation or architectural display. 

At the foot of the village of Eza, which is situated 
on the summit of a ragged peak, and seems to defy the 
laws of gravity as well as the ardour of tourists, a little 
behind the new road and the railway, in a grove in 
which some orange-trees, a few lemon-trees, jaid still 
fewer fig-trees protested vainly against the supremacy 
of the olive, that engrosser of the soil of Provence, a 
square house, in the shape of a gambler's die, and all 
white, faced the sea through the thin and wan foliage, 
with its dozen symmetrical windows. The house was 
not pretty ; its appearance was not even attractive, like 
that of most pleasure-dwellings in this land of sunlight 
and colour, where everything is seduction for the way- 
farer, — who sometimes makes the mistake of allowing 
himself to be caught, to stop there, and to rent one of 
these theatrical-looking dwellings, instead of going on 
his way, and taking with him one more pleasant mem- 
ory. But, unlike many houses on the Mediterranean, ^ -? 
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white tempters of stone or marble (often, too, of plas- 
ter), which are, in reality, only buildings out of a comic 
opera, erected to please the eye and deceive the spec- 
tator, — this was a solid edifice, the interior of which 
appeared likely to be comfortable, for nothing seemed 
to have been sacrificed to appearances. The windows 
were large ; the two stories, surmounted by an Italian 
terrace, gave promise of large, airy rooms. Before it 
was a garden with flower-beds ; behind it was a paved 
court with the offices. As for the surrounding scenery, 
if it was less dazzling than the celebrated places in the 
neighbourhood, it was more varied. One could scarcely 
see the blue sea, with its green transparency near the 
shore, and the silvery border of its lazy waves, which 
seem to cling to the many-coloured rocks. But one 
can see bare, violet mountains, and a rent, tragic gorge ; 
then a peaceful and sheltered field ; beyond, hills with 
soft and sensuous curves, which seem to be nestling 
in the lap of the great mountains, and clad in a tender 
green by the slender young pines ; and then the rail- 
way, — the railway which will never be spoken ill of 
by the exiled, although it may spoil the landscape some- 
what. Finally, the road from Nice to Monaco passes 
between the mountain and the sea, side by side with 
the line from Marseilles to Vintimille. 

Luce had taken up her abode there before the be- 
ginning of October ; and when Gaetan went there for 
the first time from Nice, where he had found quarters, 
she greatly enjoyed the surprise and satisfaction which 
he displayed. 

" Confess that I have fiilfiUed your wishes," said she, 
after showing him the house, the grounds, and the view. 
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" How good you are to have understood me ! " was 
Gaetan's only reply, as he seized her hands enthu^as- 
tically, and began to kks tenderly first one, then the 
other. 

" Try not to be seen too often on the road ; it would 
compromise me — in the eyes of those who pass. 
There is nothing to be feared from the servants. They 
are all from Nice except the coachman, and will return 
there when I leave here. I got rid of every one before 
I left." 

" What ! you did not keep even your maid? " 

Luce blushed. 

"No," said she, — "no; I preferred to have only 
strangers about me." 

She stopped and turned away her eyes. 

They were on the terrace at the top of the house. 
The sun had just gone down behind the mountain; 
the great twilight sadness of countries which are too 
light during the day, descended upon them with the 
autumnal coolness of the first short evenings. Luce es- 
pecially, thanks to her having the nerves of a woman, 
and one in love, felt all its mysterious anguish, ^e 
shivered, and suddenly nestled against Gaetan. It was 
the first time that her self-abandonment had gone so 
far. The young man was astonished, and leaned 
toward her till their eyes were on a level. 

"What is the matter?" he asked, with tender 
anxiety. 

"I suddenly felt a chill — at my heart. And do 
you know why?" 

She led him to the balustrade of white stone which 
surrounded the roof, and leaning on his arm, said, — 
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"You believe, I am sure, that if I have suddenly be- 
come sad and have shuddered, it is because of this 
solitude which surrounds me, of this silence and peace, 
which grow still more solemn in the cold majesty of 
evening — " 

"It is true," said Gaetan, looking at the country, 
sparsely planted with olive-trees, and at the thin groves, 
the largest of which was that in which the house stood ; 
"at this hour it is not very gay. We must wait for 
the moon. This Southern landscape is terrible ! It 
always needs light ; when the day declines, it seems as 
dreary as the stage of a theatre after the footlights 
have been extinguished, and in bad weather, as pitiable 
as scenery which has been rained upon." 

" Yes, it is all that you consider it, as a pretext for 
my sadness. But there is something else. You do not 
seem to have understood the feeling which caused me 
to dread the spying of my servants, and it is that which 
afflicts me. Have not you, who are so scrupulous 
about placing your conduct beyond the reach of cal- 
umny, felt how suspicious and strange must appear this 
intimacy which is of such duration and which leads us 
so slowly to marriage, — this intimacy which will be ag- 
gravated by our separation from every one, the mystery 
of my retirement to a Thebais which is as certain to 
compromise me as to please you?" 

It was Gaetan's turn to blush, for he felt, a little late, 
that for lack of the explanation which he could not 
give, his desire to get Luce away from Paris and his 
apparent patience in awaiting the most convenient 
moment for marrying her must necessarily have a 
somewhiat ugly appe^t^ce of selfishness. But as the 
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shadows grew thicker about them, he put his arm 
around the young woman's waist, and had no trouble 
in finding words to drive away a sadness which was 
wholly accidental. He had' no need, moreover, to pre- 
tend, when it came to expressing passion ; for he loved 
with a deep and profound love. 

Ah ! if he had dared to hope that an immediate 
marriage might have been accomplished without arous- 
ing a storm of curiosity, without provoking the dan- 
gerous noise of social comments, how willingly would 
he have cried, " Let us forget everything but our 
love, and return quickly to Paris to get married ! We 
will come back here to enjoy our happiness during the 
long months of winter." But it was his happiness it- 
self which he saw at stake, and not his future alone ; 
and he contented himself with being eloquent in his 
defence. 

He won his case. During the following weeks he 
went to Eza as often as he was permitted, — as often, 
that is, as he chose. He would arrive at two o'clock by 
one of the trains which take the gamblers from Nice to 
Monte Carlo, — one of those known as the "Slaughter- 
House " trains. He would go away again, sometimes at 
six o'clock, sometimes not until ten, after talking all 
day to Luce, chatting, alone with her, in the old silver- 
gray drawing-room, blooming with camellias and fra- 
grant with jasmine and balm. Sometimes they would 
walk together in the neighbourhood, but they rarely 
went far. A detail of secondary importance, but not 
without significance in itself, added- some embarrass- 
ment to their going out. Madame d'Orgevaut, who 
had horses, felt almost uncomfortable when she was 



Digitized 



by Google 



MADAME D'ORGE VA UTS HUSBAND. 1 5 3 

obliged to suggest a drive, more, perhaps, than Faurel 
was in accepting her invitation ; but at any rate, both of 
them, who considered themselves already so nearly as 
married, experienced the discomfort which arises from 
* an inequality of fortune, when it is the husband who is 
, called upon to profit by it. They therefore willingly re- 
mained in the house, and all the more readily because 
they both possessed that with which to make the hours 
which they passed alone together appear short. 
'. However great may be the habitual charm of the 
conversations of betrothed couples or lovers, it must 
be confessed that the different intonations which may 
be employed in pronouncing the single word which 
usually forms the staple of them are not sufficiently 
numerous to vary their form, any more than to con- 
ceal their normal conclusion. But it is especially 
when the delay is indefinitely prolonged that it is 
well to have cleverness in both parties, — cleverness and 
knowledge. Then a woman risks nothing in revealing 
her capacity in a considerably higher degree than 
Moli^re admits ; even Chrysale himself would be grate- 
ful for it, if he were a simple candidate, a t)n-ant in ex- 
pectation, instead of being a husband in full exercise 
of his rights, a crowned and satiated despot. What a 
delight it is to penetrate farther day by day into the 
mind and soul of a person whom one loves, to hear him 
explain his opinions and ideas, and not only to declare 
his tastes and tell of his habits ! It is thus, at least, 
that one thinks when one has time to spend in 
words, and it would be very difficult to spend it 
otherwise. And so the fascination was equal for the 
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two lovers; each could intoxicate the other with his 
eloquence. Only, everything considered, Gaetan's rhet- 
oric was more heady than that of Luce; he had 
infinite resources in his mind and in his voice. But 
Luce had her sovereign grace, which restored the 
equilibrium. 

The young woman, more and more proud and 
happy in her choice, abandoned herself wholly in 
mind to the ascendancy gradually gained over her by 
her future husband, who never did nor said anything, 
for that matter, which showed any desire ever to 
claim any other prerogatives than those to which a 
betrothed, as well as a husband, is entitled. By in- 
sensible degrees, in a way very familiar to feminine 
inconsequence. Luce came to praise herself — she 
who had been so greatly concerned about her own 
independence and the emancipation of her sex — for 
having found a man worthy to rule her. It is true 
that she saw at the same time that he was incapable 
of endeavouring to do so. 

Her feelii^;s, apart from this somewhat subtle shade, 
were not complicated; she loved with all her heart 
him whom she had freely and resolutely chosen. A 
single point alone might seem a blot upon the pic- 
ture; the disproportion in the respective fortunes of 
herself and her betrothed, — a thing which does, in- 
deed, always throw doubts upon the disinterestedness 
of a man ready to put up with it, or quick to forget it. 
But here again circumstances pleaded for Gaetan. In 
the first place, no suspicious manoeuvres could be im- 
puted to him; be bad accepted his h^q>iness, not 
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sought it. In the second place, he had on several 
occasions shown hesitation and scruples. Finally^ 
Madame d*Orgevaut, as she had herself observed, was 
rich only in an income ; apart from her savings, — 
some three or four hundred thousand francs laid aside 
by her since M. d*Orgevaut's death, — she owned 
nothing of which she could dispose, having received 
nothing by her marriage contract, and being invested 
by will only with a life estate. This was a considera- 
tion which, in tnith, spoke strongly in Gaetan's favour ; 
and he himself, no doubt, in private, exonerated 
himself by it from all reproach or uneasiness of 
conscience. 

But were the young man's sentiments more involved 
than those of his future wife? Not at all. And this 
is the place to point out distinctly the features of the 
character of the man, which was doubtful only upon 
one side. 

Blacklegs, rascals, and adventurers belong to every 
age ; rehabilitated people belong to this. By a charm- 
ing innovation, indulgence toward others and toward 
ourselves has become forgetfulness, — so long, in respect 
to others, as one is without interest in the matter; 
pardon has been transformed into rehabilitation, for- 
giveness has become amnesty. The culprit is no 
longer spared ; his fault is wiped away, when it is not 
glorified. Is it that public morals influence^ private 
ones, or must the converse be admitted? It is hard 
to say; but it is very difficult, in an age where pity 
and charity toward criminab go so often to the length 
of suppressing all forfeiture, even in the absence of pre- 
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liminary expiation, — it is very difficult for everybody 
not to feel inclined to whitewash one's self cheaply. 
You pass the sponge over your conscience. What 
then? Is your leg the less handsome? 

The jury acquits some ; the legislator restores others 
to their rights as citizens. They discharge an assassin 
who proves that his victim trod on his toe, or that he 
felt a pressing need to kill somebody, in order to live 
the better himself. The incendiaries of a town again 
become its citizens, quite naturally, and sometimes 
even its chief magistrates. Why, therefore, should not 
those who have nothing but peccadilloes with which to 
reproach themselves, look at the matter cheerfully, 
instead of preserving the impression of an irremediable 
degradation ? 

And yet one is not the same before and after a fault. 
Not only does he need to repair his faults, but every 
man who has in his soul anything better than a vague 
notion of equity, feels that even after the reparation he 
still owes something to a superior justice, which he 
divines and awaits. 

These ideas were not those of Gaetan Faurel. He 
did not feel in the least degraded, or he was conscious 
of his moral humiliation only when he thought of the 
material proof of it which he had imprudently, madly 
drawn up himself and allowed to remain. Yet this 
blunder might have been for him a source of inward 
relief, if he had ever felt any qualms, for it at least 
proved sincerity in a momentary repentance. But his 
casuistry did not go so far ; he would have deliberately 
forgotten his fault, if a compromising proof of it had 
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riot remained in hands which were henceforth sus- 
picious to him. 

Apart from this, Gaetan could, without deceiving 
himself, bear witness to himself that he had never 
proven unworthy of Luce's regard. He had not laid 
siege tb her from cupidity; chance had thrown her 
in his way, he had loved her sincerely, and he had 
made her appreciate him, — that was alL Once 
only the thought came to him that perhaps honour 
commanded him at least to reveal himself wholly, to 
confess to his fixture wife, and to make her his judge. 
Who knows whether, in the state of loving dependence 
into which she had already fallen, she would not then, by 
one of those generous impulses of the heart which glo- 
rify woman's weakness and exalt her love, have absolved 
and raised up this adored culprit, honest and frank to 
intrepidity? But the stake was too heavy; Faurel 
did not risk it. These are the circimistances in which 
he might have been tempted to try in this way to 
insure his happiness, if not that of Luce, or, to speak 
more properly, to strive to protect the peace of his 
married life; for, save in literature and disinterested 
theories, neither confession nor pardon wipes out the 
recollection of a fault. 

The weeks and months had passed. March had 
come, and with it the great softness of the lengthening 
days, in the ceaselessly growing warmth of the South- 
em climate. It is the season when one begins down 
there to perceive that the South has not stolen its rep- 
utation. Until the appearance of the first symptoms, 
the forerunners of spring, one has hours- of doubt; 
sometimes the cold wind blows; a sharp chilliness 
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reigns; people shiver before the dreary fireplaces 
where the wood turns to charcoal, as if refusing to 
blaze from local pride. But after the end of win- 
ter, ill-founded prejudices disappear. There are lovely 
transparencies in the air, exquisite serenity of the at- 
mosphere, soft caresses of the temperature. And when 
one thinks of the frost which lasts eternally beneath 
the low and opaque sky of Paris, one is seized with 
a tardy enthusiasm for the place of which he is about 
to become weary. People walk more, and prolong 
their excursions until nightfall. 

Yielding to the attraction of these health-giving 
walks. Luce and Gaetan went out more often. One 
evening, a little before nightfisdl, they found themselves 
in front of an old church, the dingy porch of which ap- 
peared to them interesting because of the very primi- 
tive sculptures which decorated it. An old coat-of- 
arms in colours, but faded, dirty, and undecipherable, 
surmounted it like a signboard. 

" Let us go in," said Luce. " I think that it is the 
church in which we shall be msuried." 

" Are we already at Eza? " asked Faurel. 

^'Ah! I do not know. But let us go in all the 
same." 

The little nave was empty. The growing darkness 
enwrapped the ruined pillars, concealing the wretched- 
ness and bareness of the place, in which there hung 
faintly a rank smell of poverty. They could distinguish 
nothing but a Holy Spirit which had lost its gilding, 
with dark gaps between the rays of its aureole, and a 
blue reredos against which stood the altar of painted 
wood. They co\iki feel, from the odour yA^^ fiUdd 
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the air, how many poor and miserable generations had 
crouched upon these loose and imeven stones. There 
were neither chairs nor benches ; according to the Ital- 
ian fashion, — which is quite as good as our mercantile 
customs, — it was necessary, in order to pray, to kneel 
upon the ground itself. 

" If it is here that we are to be married," said Gae- 
tan, " you will regret your condescension." 

"Why?" said Luce, taking her companion's hand. 
"On the contrary, it will be delightful to be married 
here at midnight, in the middle of spring, alone, or 
almost alone, with the priest. Outside, the fireflies 
will form our wedding cortege, and the perfumes of the 
spring night, fragrant with new roses, will be a compen- 
sation for odours which are, I admit, far from pleasant." 

'* Meanwhile, come. Let us not remain here, since 
we are not obliged. Let us go out quickly." 

" Not until we have prayed." 

Luce was not a firee-thinker, but her piety was sober, 
virile, in some sort, and it did not expend itself in 
genuflections, nor in those small practices with which 
the devotion of many women is amused. And so it 
was with some surprise that Gaetan saw her kneel upon 
the first step of the altar, which was not railed in. 
Standing a little back, he admired her, silent and almost 
devout himself. 

He could barely distinguish the upper portion of this 
patrician silhouette, which was wrapped in a short cloak 
with a hood. It was like a graceful, indistinct spectre, 
a phantom bust, badly lighted from above, which stood 
out dimly in the twilight ; just such does one &ncy an 
apparition when it first comes into view, as it rises out 
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of vacancy, scarcely escaped from the clouds of a dream, 
to become concrete in a sensible form. Looking thus 
at this misty form, so near him, yet so indistinct that 
it still seemed almost immaterial, he began to imagine 
that he had before his eyes his future incarnate, the 
personification of all his happy dreams. Perhaps, after 
all, it was still a dream, something intangible and fleet- 
ing which would vanish at the touch of a hand sufla- 
ciently bold to strive to capture it ! One must not 
touch phantoms, nor speak to them, when one loves 
them and wishes to preserve them. After a moment 
Madame d'Orgevaut turned and beckoned to Gaetan, 
to invite him to come and kneel beside her. 

" Our betrothal," she murmured. 

Faurel had not seen the gesture, but he heard the 
call. He came forward obediently, and bent his knees 
with the awkwardness of men who have unlearned the 
most humble and the most normal attitude of thinking 
beings. Men who pray by accident rather than from 
habit prefer to pray standing, in which they are right 
(since they are concerned about those who look at 
them), for then their appearance is apt to be con- 
strained rather than serious. But the darkness con- 
cealed Gaetan's hesitating awkwardness ; and Luce, by 
a very affectionate pressure of the hand, thanked him 
for his obedience. 

They remained for several seconds kneeling side by 
side before the shadowy altar, with their hands joined 
as though some invisible priest had been there to bind 
them to one another by virtue of a formula or a mys- 
terious benediction. They did not speak a word ; but 
while Gaetan waited there, silent and motionless, with 
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bent knees and bowed head, until it should please his 
companion to rise, — seeking, perhaps, in the depths 
of his memory, among the childish recollections which 
slumber in comers of the brain, for fragments of prayers 
and shreds of paternosters, — it came into his mind 
that women might very truly have delicacies of senti- 
ment unknown to most men. Perhaps it would be 
better, then, to open his heart to this one, whom he 
was to marry, by whom he felt that he was loved, and 
who, in the emotion of the moment, under the pas- 
sionate or sentimental impulse befitting the circum- 
stances, would no doubt pardon everything. He was 
filled with anguish ; a cruel discussion went on within 
him. For the first time he suffered because Luce did 
not know him completely ; it seemed to him that he 
would feel a bitter but sovereign joy in making to her 
his only confession. In a moment the burden which 
had weighed upon his conscience so lightly had become 
heavy, suddenly increased by an impression of anxiety 
for his future, and complicated by a lover's scruples. 
He would, perhaps, have given several years of his 
future happiness if he could have deserved to be deliv- 
ered of this load which had heretofore been so light and 
so cheerfully carried, — if he could have acquired the 
. right to believe himself free from it. If it had been 
possible for him to admit that a priest, a skilful casuist, 
could have it in his power to rid him of it at the cost 
of a general confession and by the merit of a final abso- 
lution, he would have hastened with all his speed, on 
leaving Luce, to cast himself at his feet. 

It is a phenomenon, not clearly understood, but prob- 
able, that thought can be communicated, at least in 
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certain conditions, and between persons who are S3rm- 
pathetic to one another. Was it in virtue of this secret 
law that Luce thought suddenly, as though under the 
influence of an instantaneous suggestion, of that which 
was troubling Gaetan? At any rate, it is a fact that 
she rose, led him by the hand to the church porch, 
and, after having offered him holy water, said to him, 
in a quiet voice, — 

" As I leave here, I feel the necessity of declaring to 
you that there is in my past no memory of a nature to 
cause anxiety to the most jealous love. You have never 
asked me anything ; but that perhaps is not enough in 
the matter, — for, after all, I am not a young girl, and 
it is absurd to say that honest women have no stories ; 
their hearts sometimes have them. But mine has none. 
This is the first time that it has given itself. I take 
some pride in saying it, and I am wrong perhaps, for 
I have been married. But if I never knew the hap- 
piness of loving my husband, I can at least think and 
speak of him without remorse or embarrassment, which 
excuses me for having married him. Why do I tell 
you this? Because I consider that it is a duty for those 
who are about to be united in marriage to confess 
to one another when they have reached the age of 
copious confessions. I do not pretend, mark you, that 
either ever has the right to exact such a thing of 
the other. Confidence may stand in the place of a 
complete revelation; one may obtain a certificate of 
confession without passing through the confessional." 

Gaetan, without replying, pushed the door open, at 
the same time making a tardy sign of the cross ; his 
hand, touched lightly by that of Luce, had stopped 
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half-way to his brow, and his glove had had time to 
dry when he completed this gesture of a Christian. 
For, surprised and startled by this indirect invitation 
to frankness, and asking himself whether it was only 
a simple coincidence, or rather a sort of sympathetic 
divination, or yet some vague suspicion of a painful 
m)rstery, he had seriously considered with himself the 
opportunity of a complete explanation, without re- 
serve or evasion. It would have been honest and bold, 
and not at all repugnant to his nature, if he had but 
thought it his strict duty. But would it have been 
adroit ? This was another question, which he was wrong 
to ask himself, and to which he was not in position to 
reply ; for doubt upon this point was inevitable. At a 
certain moment, fleeting and inappreciable as the dura- 
tion of happy inspirations, a thought had passed through 
his mind which had almost caused him to enter upon 
an explanation. He was not yet married, although the 
event was not far off; and a hand might interpose at 
the last moment between the cup and his lips. Now, 
if frankness were to prove successful, there would be 
nothing more to fear; but no, — the stake was too 
heavy. The gambler had recoiled, carrying with him 
the honest man resuscitated. 

Beneath the ruined porch the darkness, though less 
dense, was almost as great as within the building ; but 
the fresh air and the sounds from the village — the 
laughter and crying of children, and Italian songs sung 
by women returning from washing in the mountain 
stream — broke upon the very threshold of the temple 
the mystic charm of that holy and lonely spot. It was 
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possible still to talk of love, but hardly to whisper dra- 
matic confidences as at the foot of the shadowy altar, 
with the illusion of speaking only to God. 

''My dear Loice/' said Gaetan, putting on his hat, 
** what need had I to know your little woman's secrets ? 
Why should you know my commonplace man's adven- 
tures? I did not ask you anything, because I recog- 
nized your right to conceal something from me; we 
ought to know how to forgive in women who love us 
and whom we love late some weaknesses of the heart. 
You have not even any of those sentimental peccadilloes 
upon your conscience? So much the better for my 
love. As for me, I assure you that my life has always 
been smooth and colorless, without intoxication, without 
passion — " 

'' So that you have no scruples or memories to dread 
any more than I?" 

" Scarcely more than you," said Gaetan, smiling. 

" Well, it will be all the easier to abdicate in your 
fevour the care of directing me. Ah, how I must love 
you 1 — for I have always proudly, jealously, preserved 
this care." 

"You will still keep it," the young man hastened 
to say. "You know my ideas, — you will always 
keep it." 

" For that matter," said Luce, "I owe it to that that 
I am marrying you. I have taken counsel of no one, 
and have clung to my own choice in spite of every 
one." 

" I know it ; and therefore I should have less right 
than any one else to appeal for the strengthening of 
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my authority to what the ancients termed the weak- 
ness of the sex ; and I renounce it in advance, — not 
very long in advance, I hope, since next month we shall 
have resided here the necessary time. Let us talk a 
little about marriage therefore, if you please, Madame, 
and take my arm for the walk down." 

The lovers reached the station by the steep paths 
which, winding down the side of the mountain in an 
angular network, connect the upper part of Eza with 
the lower, the railroad depot with the village. It was 
the gloomy hour of the day, the hour of shuddering and 
silence, the hour when the sea grows dark under a 
lowering sky, the hour when the mists which fill the 
hollows of the mountains make the horizon still nar- 
rower; but no sadness nor unhappiness was possible 
for this couple which had just pronounced the magic 
words, and which went along repeating them with 
pleasant loquacity, — " Our marriage," " We will be 
married," "When we are married." 

" Well," said Gaetan, who stopped at the foot of the 
hill, as he did not wish Luce to accompany him to 
the crossing where they were to separate that even- 
ing, " since there are persons at Nice who can serve 
for your witnesses, I will secure the aid of some two 
others. I know one already. And a month from to- 
day, if that suits you, the cur^ of Eza shall marry us. 
See the good curd ; prepare him for the honour which 
awaits him. Next week I will attend to the publish- 
ing of the banns." 

" A month from to-day ! " repeated Luce, whose face 
lighted up with a happy smile. " That is settled." 
Then, smiling, she held out her hand and added, 
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with that radiant playfulness with which joy of the 
heart inspires the gravest and most serious women, 
" Shame to him who retracts." 

" Yes, it is settled ; dear Luce, in a month ! Ah, 
how well named you are ! Dear light, dear star of my 
life ! My life until now, until your appearance, has 
been like that twilight sky, that dead sky, without a 
star or a gleam of light ! But now the beloved light 
shines. Soon the night will be the equal of the day ; 
then the day will shine, a day of sun and happiness, 
whose splendour I shall know how to make eternal." 

This was said in a low voice, full of suppressed vibra- 
tion. Yes, he who spoke thus was happy and sincere. 
But how happy, too, and how sure of herself and of 
him^ was she who listened to him ! 
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XL 

That part of the shore of the Mediterranean which 
lies between San Raphael and San Remo being, as 
much from fashion as from the design of nature, de- 
voted to the solacing of the sick, the chilly, and the 
unhappy, the Prince de Dhun had rights and pretexts 
of every sort to assert for pitching his tent there tempo- 
rarily. His travels and his hunting in cold countries 
had not helped to cure him of his disappointment nor 
to mend his health. And so when he met the duke in 
Paris about tlie middle of March, he received the 
brotherly and judicious advice to go to meet the sun. 
He was not a gambler; he therefore chose Monte 
Carlo as a place of residence, thinking rightly that the 
doings of this gambling-house public would amuse him 
infinitely more than the sight of the consumptives 
of Cannes and Mentone, or even the procession on 
the Promenade des Anglais, which is as monotonous as 
that of the AU^e des Acacias, although more mixed. 
And then, he had not only seen his brother at Paris, 
he had seen his cousin also, the Marquise de Rosem- 
bray, who could not help infonliing him that Madame 
d'Orgevaut, with whom she maintained a pretty regular 
correspondence, was living near Beaulieu, that is to say; 
not far from Monaco. She said not a word about Faurel 
or the wedding ; Madame de Rosembray was ignorant 
of everything, as Luce told her nothing. Besides, the 
prince did not v/ant any information beside what she 
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gave him ; he did not even wish to know exactly where 
Luce lived. And yet it was to her that he was going, 
much more than to the sun. 

Besides, so long as it was not to cost him anything, 
M. de Dhun's choice was judicious, for the tiny princi- 
pality is the theatre of a perpetual carnival. No- 
where, for one who knows how to see (and M. de 
Dhun was an observer when he chose to be), is there 
a more varied spectacle than in this dwarf kingdom, 
underneath an appearance of uniformity due to the only 
passion which can be satisfied there, — except a ps^- 
sion for the beauties of nature. It is, indeed, the priv- 
ilege of vice to admit of an infinite number of shades ; 
in short, nothing resembles a gambler less than anothar 
gambler, — unless it be that they both lose their money. 
But there are so many ways of losing money at play, 
and of showing it ! 

Nevertheless, after a stay of three weeks, M. de 
Dhun, whose capital of sadness was decidedly inexhaus- 
tible, began to ask himself whether he would not be 
wise to play a little himself, to try to warm his blood. 
He had made and repeated the classical excursions, es- 
pecially that to Beaulieu — and naturally. He had 
frequently passed, without knowing it, before Luce's 
house. During the intervals between his excursions 
he had walked for hours about the terraces and the 
saloons of the Casino, fixing his attention upon every 
detail of the absurdities or the ugliness of the innumer- 
able puppets who dance there, and who are led by the 
love of gambling to this treacherous spot. He had even 
drawn curious types of monomaniacs, madmen, and 
sharpers, as well as a few croupiers. His album was fulL 



Digitized 



by Google 



MADAME D'ORGEVAUTS HUSBAND, 169 

His album was full ; and M. de Dhun, apart fix>m his 
sorrow, was paying tribute to ennui for having refused 
to pay the tax of gambling. The panoramic marvels 
of the scenery which were then, nevertheless, in all 
their springtide glory, had for his eyes but a theatrical 
and conventional splendour. There was no help for 
him. So one fine day the prince, for very idleness, be- 
gan to sow his louis upon the green cloth of the admin- 
istration. The harvests were small, the green cloth 
yielding little, and exacting large advances which it re- 
paid poorly ; but there was nothing in that which need 
grieve a gambler who was as unreasonable as he was 
insensible, who bet twenty francs after a hundred, and 
sometimes forgot to double the winning piece. On a 
certain afternoon this neophyte of roulette was philos- 
ophizing around the tables in the large Moorish saloon, 
a peripatetic player, seeking to discover frdm his own 
impressions, as much as from the conflict of avarices 
which he was watching, the difficult psychology of the 
gambler. From time to time he would stop and throw 
a few louis to a croupier, begging him to place them 
in such and such a way, when he thought that he had 
discovered a satisfactory^ motive iox putting them on 
the right side rather tiba^ on the left, at the U>p rather 
than at the boUom of the table. 

Was it reaJSy cupidity which kept all these people 
tied to a n^culous machine, a child's plaything? But 
why, tiboi^ did he at times take a vague pleasure in 
nchat t^ wa$ doing with so much indifference ? Was it 
^ sensation of a combat with an. occult power, the il^ 
kision of an audacious and sacrilegious strife with an 
unknown God, thanks tp which every gambler wa&a sort 
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of Titan assaulting a golden Olympus? But that ex- 
planation answered only for the gamblers with a system, 
— the sysittniers^ as they are called there, — those fa- 
vourite children of the bank, who despise luck and refuse 
to profit by it. What the gambler seeks, what he loves, 
is the comfortable and indefinitely renewed sensation of 
a proximate victory which always escapes him. More- 
over, the reasoner objected to himself, if they played 
with dried peas, the impression would not be the same ; 
from which it must be concluded that gaming is a com- 
plex passion, like all the great impulses and emotions 
of the human heart ; that cupidity shares in it, but is 
not alone in it, and that there exists no algebraic for- 
mula which can give a succinct and complete idea of it. 

" Everything considered," thought M. de Dhun, who 
had just lost several heavy bets on a fallacious inspira- 
tion, after winning a few of less importance, " the pas- 
sion for gambling comes from a mirage and from the 
special attraction attaching to this kind of deception. 
One always thinks oneself about to achieve final tri- 
umph ; the gambler, after so many alternations of suc- 
cess and failure, after so many disappointed hopes and 
useless emotions and fatigues, still imagines at every 
moment that he sees the enchanted oasis in which his 
thirst will be quenched, and his exhausted strength be 
renewed. It is illusory, but delightful." 

As he was thus completing, to his honour, a trans- 
cendent bit of reasoning, the prince heard some one 
who, as he passed behind him, murmured these chari- 
table words, — 

" Prince, take care of your pocket-book. In a gam- 
bling-house it is not prudent to show it in that way." 
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M. de Dhun had just placed carelessly in the outside 
pocket of his coat the lightened pocket-book to which 
he had had recourse when he made his recent bets. 
He was puzzled, and turned his head quickly. He saw 
a man in a black coat, of heavy plebeian build, who 
was moving away with his hands behind his back, walk- 
ing with a heavy and regular tread, and yet without 
much noise. Quite surprised, — for he did not recog- 
nize the figure, and knew that he had not about him, 
even in the top of his hat, and still less upon the outside 
of his pocket-book — any princely coronet, he went up 
to the man and spoke to him. 

" I beg your pardon, sir," said he, ** but you seem 
to know me — " 

The man turned with a silent smile; and M. de 
Dhun could look into a blue eye of extraordinary 
clearness and limpidity, — the eye of a young girl or 
a policeman. 

" We all know you here, Prince, since it is our busi- 
ness to know everybody. But I have the honour of 
knowing you particularly." 

" Why, yes ! Wait a bit ! I have seen you 
somewhere." 

" In the regiment. Prince, the Third Dragoons, — * 
Jacquinot. You recollect, at Senlis?" 

" Of course, now. But what the devil are you doing 
here? I thought you were a gendarme." 

The man, who had the honest and intelligent face 
of a soldier, blushed slightly with shame. 

^* Dame / I was unfortunate. And from the gen- 
darmerie 1 fell into the police. I am an inspector, ^ 
that is, set to watch the sharpers and blacklegs of all 
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kinds who abound in the establishment, — in other 
words, a detective." 

M. de Dhun involuntarily made a slight grimacei 
saying to himself that obligatory service does not always 
procure a man useful relations. This man had been 
his orderly. 

"What, you, a soldier?" 

** Yes, sir; what can I do? Tlie times are harder 
for gendarmes than for assassins. I was attacked, 
I defended myself too sharply, killed a man, and 
was discharged. That is the whole story. Then, 
being married, and needing to make my living, I 
went into the police, upon the advice and with the 
recommendation of my lieutenant, who thought that 
I had ability and said that he had not in the whole 
legion such an eye as mine. Then, as I was badly 
paid and not supported by my chiefs, I accepted an 
offer to come here, where one has a good salary and 
not too hard work. It is still the same trade, only 
I think that it is even more disgusting. But I have 
said enough. We are forbidden to talk long to people, 
and we are watched like any one else. Oh ! as for 
that, the police is excellent here, from the point of 
view of the house ; the prefects in Paris might come 
to school here. Still, if you hear of a good place as 
gamekeeper, sir, pray think of me." 

Jacquinot continued his round ; but he formed the 
habit, whenever he met the prince in a comer of 
the room, of bowing to him and exchanging a few 
words with him. M. de Dhun, who was of a very 
kindly nature, and who had, moreover, nothing to do, 
soon began to take an interest in this detective with 
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no vocation for his calling, and in the stories which h€ 
told him. Moreover, the man was honest ; and after 
all, every one earns his living as best he can. Con- 
sequently, at the end of a fortnight, the prince and 
the detective were the best friends in the world. 
M. de Dhun had even midertaken to recommend 
Jacquinot to the duke, his brother, for the game- 
keeper's place for which the sometime gendarme was 
ambitious. 

One evening when there was little of a crowd, the 
play languished, and the croupiers and dealers were 
dozing on their seats, the prince was listening with 
interest to the details which the inspector gave him 
concerning the administration of the gambling-house 
and that of the principality, the latter being necessarily 
subordinate to the former. The music of the gold 
and the rakes was a natural accompaniment which 
did no harm to Jacquinot's stories ; and there were 
just enough players in the three rooms to make it 
possible to continue the conversation without attract- 
ing attention or neglecting duty. 

M. de Dhun was greatly amused at hearing these 
stories, — rather droll than ill-natured, — especially 
those relating to the government of Monaco, which is 
delegated wholly to the dignitaries of the green cloth, 
who can decree at will the expulsion of any person 
considered annoying to the company which farms 
the gambling-houses, or threatening to their cash-box. 
This company, which lives very happily with a prince 
and a bishop; which subsidizes works of charity as 
it subsidizes a certain number of amiable ladies called 
** allumeuses," as it subsidizes everything and t^^' 
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body about it, from the Serene Highness to the lowest 
peasant, without speaking of the numerous grants to 
foreign newspapers; this salad of regal rights and 
gambling privileges, of prince and croupiers, of priests 
and prostitutes ; these cynical buffooneries ; these bur- 
lesque and incredible, comically scandalous doings, — 
amused the young man beyond all expression. It made 
him forget his bad humour. 

" Upon my word," said he, " it would be a great 
pity to suppress all that. It causes the death of some 
imbecile here and there, but it supports a prince ; that 
is a compensation, a republican would say." 

With these words he rose from the table where he was 
sitting, in the comer of the trente-et-quarante room, 
and nodded good-by to Jacquinot, who was standing 
in front of him, with his hands behind his back, — which 
appears to be the obligatory attitude of the inspectors in 
the place. But hardly had he risen to his feet when 
he came to a point before the table at a few paces from 
which he had been for a long while conversing with 
tlie employee of the Casino. 

Trente-et-quarante is a silent and gloomy game, much 
less fertile in incidents and disputes than roulette, and 
which, for this very reason, had been constantly neglected 
by the prince, — a game for aristocrats and bankers, 
where the play is high, but where they do not amuse 
themselves much. M. de Dhun had not thought, until 
that moment, of honouring the table opposite him with 
a glance, but now he had discovered there a player who 
was, for him, really interesting. 

This player was no other than Gaetan Faurel, who, 
finding the evenings at Nice very cold and very empty 



Digitized 



k 



by Google 



MADAME lyORGEVAUrS HUSBAND. 1 75 

in his famished lodgings, sometimes went there, rather 
frequently, indeed, after leaving Luce. He came to 
study new combinations ; it had always been his mania 
to pick quarrels with fortune in a skilful way, following 
laborious tactics and carefully prepared plans. It was 
a real hobby. He had begun his studies in the hells in 
the Latin Quarter ; we have seen them crowned in the 
great theatre whither he had now returned to operate. 
Only, having no longer the same reasons for under- 
taking vast enterprises, he had changed his game, and 
only ventured louis singly, or at the most in couples. 
Absorbed by his carefal pointing, pricking with a large 
pin the little card lying before him, he did not at all 
perceive that he was being watched across the table. 

" Hillo I that is curious ! " said, in a low voice, 
Jacquinot, whose circular walk had brought him back 
in the neighbourhood of the prince, and who, after 
having passed him, had wheeled in a military fashion in 
order to place himself beside the young man, close to 
his ear. '' You are looking at an individual who sup- 
plied plenty of work for my imagination some time ago." 

" You know that gentleman with the light chestnut 
beard, who wears a brown waistcoat and has a flower in 
the buttonhole of his coat? " 

" I do not know him, but I recognize him." 

" Explain yourself, Jacquinot. Upon my honour, I 
am hanging upon your words. You have interested me 
considerably this evening, but now you are making me 
enthusiastic." 

" I have already talked to you a good deal, Prince. 
It may have been noticed. Really, I am afraid of injur- 
ing myself and of being reprimanded." 
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" Listen, Jacquinot, if you will satisfy my curiosity, I 
will undertake formally to get you a position as game- 
keeper, with the best conditions in the world, either 
with my brother or somewhere else, and that within 
three months. The devil ! I would hire a preserve, I 
would buy an estate, only for the purpose of making 
you my gamekeeper, with reversion to your heir, rather 
than not keep my word." 

" Well — you see, I don't know a great deal. It is a 
sort of puzzle which I set myself, for my amusement, 
and it was a good while ago." 

" No matter ! I should like, at the cost of no mat- 
ter what, to know everything which concerns that gen- 
tleman. Do you understand, Jacquinot? " 

" Very good, very good ! Since you are so much 
concerned about it — I am to be relieved in a quarter 
of an hour ; meet me then at the end of the hall, near 
the door of the cloak-room. I will tell you what I saw, 
what I know, and what I invented. But I warn you that 
it is imagination, nothing more. Indeed, I did not 
even say anything to the managers. That is the way 
we spend our time, we inspectors, when we have noth- 
ing better to do." 

Twenty minutes later the Prince de Dhun and his 
former companion-in-arms were walking up and down 
and talking upon the terrace of the Casino, which was 
magnificently illuminated by a fairy-like moonlight. 
Jacquinot had soon emptied his bag of recollections, 
as he called it, in which slumbered the story of Gaetan 
Faurel. He related the scene which he had witnessed, 
as well as the facts and the deductions which appeared 
to him to facilitate the comprehension of it. 
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''In short," said he, " the man did not have the ap- 
pearance of a lucky gambler who is about to faint from 
pleasure. We know all these expressions, as you can 
understand. There are players who win, — not many, 
but still there are some ; nobody prevents them, espe- 
cially when it does not last too long ; I must say that 
much for the house. Indeed, that is about the best 
thing which can be said in defence of these places ; for 
in the smaller hells the player has against him not only 
his passion and the percentage of the bank, but cheat- 
ing, and it is not that which swells the receipts the 
least. But to return to our man, it was not joy that 
was strangling him. Add to that that the Uttle old man 
had been looking at him with a singular expression for 
some time. And then, why did the Academician ask 
his address at the secretary's office?" 

" You are sure that he was an Academician, a mem- 
ber of the Institute ? " 

" Yes, indeed. I inquired, I asked a comrade in the 
office, who had seen his card of admission. It was a 
certain Monsieur — Br^chot, I think." 

" Br^chet, — Daniel Brdchet? " 

« Exactly." 

"And you immediately recognized the other one this 
evening?" 

" As I tell you, it is our business to recognize people 
at first sight, especially the suspicious ones, — all those to 
whom something has happened in the rooms, no matter 
what. We mentally make up a little history of them ; 
it may always be of some use." 

"Then what is your conclusion, Jacquinot? " 

"Very simple; it was such an affair as one often 
12 
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sees. Oh ! we know them well enough. A trusted 
employee empties his master's safe ; he comes here to 
be cleaned out in his own turn. Only, this time, it is 
probable that it was settled amicably. At any rate, in 
my opinion, your gentleman in the brown waistcoat is 
— I mean was, a thief." 

"Hoi" said M. de Dhun, with a start; "what a 
word ! " 

"Bah ! I am sure of what I have said. On the faith 
of a gendarme, that gentleman had not the face of an 
honest man. That day he was a thief. But perhaps 
he has since been converted." 

The prince thanked Jacquinot, compelled him to 
accept a liberal share of the contents of his cigar-case, 
wished him a good-night, and remained very thought- 
ful upon the great terrace, where the moon gave a blue 
tint to the whiteness of the marble, while opposite spread 
a smooth, wan sea, frosted with opal. 

The extremely circumstantial details with which he 
had been supplied could not leave M. de Dhun any 
serious doubt as to the character and import of the 
adventure which had just been told him, especially as 
these details did little more than corroborate old and 
tenacious suspicions, which had been with great diffi- 
culty lulled to sleep or uprooted. It was all true. What 
should he do ? Yet if it were all true, if Luce were about 
to marry a swindler without knowing it? What a re- 
sponsibility ! And how clear and distinct seemed duty, 
at certain moments, to the relative, to the honest man ; 
and at others, how obscure and impracticable to the 
rejected lover! 

But a painful reflection came to change the course 
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of the young man's anxiety. Who knew whether Luce 
was not already married ? Since Faurel was there, he 
must have been there for a long time. How long? 
Then why should not the catastrophe have occurred? 
After looking long at the mountain behind which he 
knew that he must find the reply to this terrible ques- 
tion, M. de Dhun went home. 

The next morning, confirmed in his resolution of not 
remaining inactive and resigned until he had acquired 
the certainty that nothing more could be attempted, the 
prince sent a telegram to Madame de Rosembray, ask- 
ing her for Madame d'Orgevaut*s exact address. He 
received her reply during the afternoon, and toward 
evening he drove to see the cur^ of Eza. There was 
no more certain or secret way of finding out without 
going to the very fountain-head of information. As for 
the marquise, she might not be fully informed, or might 
not reply categorically; and besides, the telegraph is 
ill adapted for detailed explanations. 

The prince presented himself as an invalid in love 
with solitude, seeking a retreat where he might escape 
from the international tumult of Nice and Monaco. 

**I thought, sir," said he to the cur^, "that you would 
not refuse to supply me with certain information which 
would necessarily inspire me with much more confidence 
than any which I might procure from your mountain- 
eers, by whom I have not even succeeded in making 
myself understood." 

"But, sir," said the cur^, with a strong accent, which 
was rather Italian than Provengal, " no strangers ever 
come to our mountain, except a few tourists and some 
English pedestrians, — very few l" 
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" That is precisely why I thought of becoming your 
parishioner." 

*' Perhaps you would find better lodgings below, upon 
the road.'' 

" Yes ; but below I shall not have solitude." 

" Oh ! almost ; there are so few dwellings ! " 

*' But there are some, and I know so many people 
that I should have the ill fortune to fall upon disagree- 
able neighbours." 

"You are from Paris, sir?" 

" A Parisian by birth and habits, though at present 
a misanthrope, — a Chartreux postulant, — but still a 
Parisian." 

" Then perhaps you know the Countess d'Orgevaut ? " 

" Here we are ! " thought M. de Dhun, whose throat 
contracted, and who took breath before replying. 

"The Countess d'Orgevaut?" said he. "Perfectly. 
Does she live in your commune? " 

"Yes, in the Pietrini house, upon the road near 
Beaulieu." 

"There ! What did I tell you? And what can she 
be doing at Eza?" 

" Oh ! " said the curfe, with an inflection of vanity in 
his voice, " something rather serious, — she is going to 
be married." 

M. de Dhun felt as though a refreshing breeze had 
blown over him ; the irreparable was not accomplished. 

" What are you telling me, Oxti ? This young wo- 
man, a Parisian, is going to be married here ? " 

" Yes, here. Considerations, — considerations of 
health, it appears. I was as greatly astonished as you 
seem to be when I leitoed the news from her own 
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mouth. But the young lady has been living in our 
territory for six whole months, so that — '* 

"But this will be a fine marriage for your church, 
Cure." 

" Oh ! a marriage at night, unfortunately. Bah ! 
neither my church nor my flock will have reason to 
complain ; the countess is generosity personified. Still, 
for the once that the opportunity presents itself in my 
poor parish — " 

" After what you have told me, I will not venture to 
ask the name of the happy successor to — It would, 
perhaps, be indiscreet.** 

" I do not think so ; I have not been charged with 
secrecy. Besides, the canons of the church, as weU as 
the civil law, you know, forbid anything clandestine ; 
to say nothing of the fact that we have already be- 
gun the publication of the banns.** 

« Then it cannot be far off? *' 

" In a week, I suppose ; perhaps less. After next 
Sunday it will be possible. I am expecting another 
visit firom the countess, who is to present her fiitxure 
husband to me.'* 

There was no fiirther object for the conversation. 
M. de Dhun hastened to end it, and went away as 
quickly as he could, not without leaving the mountain 
pastor and his poverty-stricken flock a moneyed sou- 
venir of this unexpected visit. 

A week, perhaps less ! It was a short time in which 
to decide and to act. But it was enough, perhaps; 
and this time the obligation to interfere was not 
doubtftd. 
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XIL 

" HiLLO ! M. de Dhun in my house ! You, Prince, 
in this humble dwelling, abode of the — " 

" M. Brtchet, the affair is important. Will you do 
me the honour to listen to me as though you had the 
right to expect of me only serious words, and remarks 
worthy of attention? " 

The prince, who had had time during his journey to 
prepare his speech, gave the economist a very clear 
and complete exposition of the situation. 

"Honestly,** said he, in closing, "I could not go 
further than I did upon my first suspicions ; honestly, 
in the present condition of things, I cannot refrain from 
interfering, and neither can you. Come ! You will 
not hold back?" 

Daniel Br^chet kept constantly putting on and re- 
moving his large Greek cap, with all the symptoms of 
the particular embarrassment which is created by the 
consciousness of being ridiculous. But M. de Dhun 
did not at first observe this shade. 

" You are admirable, young man ! According to you, 
I cannot hold back or refrain from interfering ! But, 
sapristi ! I do not see why that should be forbidden 
me. Besides, nothing prevents me from denying all 
knowledge of the matter. What do you know, in point 
of fact ? Nothing at all, since you come here for infor- 
mation. Well, suppose I were to tell you that your 
conclusions^ and those of your detective were too ha^- 
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ardous, — that it was all romance, pure romance? 
What would you reply to me?" 

"You are free, in fact; but I defy you to do it. 
How can you deny the evidence ? You can extenuate, 
but not deny. I, or some one else, saw. There is 
something serious and unpleasant between you and 
M. Faurel. Well, you ought to tell what it is. Posi- 
tively, you ought. It would be a crime, an infamous 
complicity, to allow this young woman, who has neither 
relatives nor advisers near her, to marry a man who 
has duped her, who has stolen from her her love and 
esteem, as he probably once stole from you more 
material possessions." 

" Would you like to know what I think, my dear M. 
de Dhun? You are not so disinterested in the question 
as you appear, and as you perhaps honestly believe." 

"What has that to do with it? I love Madame 
d'Orgevaut, I do not deny it. And I hate this man 
who has taken her from me. But does that in any 
way change my obligations or yours ? Does duty cease 
to be duty when, by chance, it happens to be in accord 
with interest or vanity or hatred ? " 

" Very good ! Only, we must examine a little more 
carefully. If I am not mistaken, you do not ask me 
simply to enlighten you concerning my former protege ; 
you ask me for a certain action, a direct proceeding — " 

"That of course, my good M. Br^chet. If M. 
Faurel has really departed from delicacy, from honesty, 
and you alone have knowledge of his misdeeds, — you 
alone, of all the friends of the person whom he is about 
to marry, — it does not appear to me that your hesita- 
tion is justified." 
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"It is because — it is because," stammered the old 
savant, whose yellow complexion turned to a tomato 
colour, "the case of conscience is double with me. 
What am I saying? Threefold. Bah! Listen to 
me, and let us get it over." 

Then he narrated FaurePs story at length, in- 
cluding the epistolary epilogue which formed its con- 
clusion, and, so to speak, its moral, and without being 
silent concerning the visit yftiic\i he had received from 
his ex-secretary. 

" You understand," said he, " it is excessively deli- 
cate. I have pardoned him; and besides, there re- 
mains no trace of it all but a letter spontaneously 
written by the repentant culprit, — spontaruousfyy note 
that point. If, after the fashion of certain cautious peo- 
ple, I had dictated the letter in order to keep it as an 
arm or a means of defence against my faithless deposi- 
tary, it would be different. But he did it of his own 
accord, without being compelled, even morally ; so that 
I in my turn would be committing a sort of breach 
of confidence if — On the other hand, I cannot 
conceal from myself that Madame d*Orgevaut has a 
right to enlightenment. You see that it is thorny, 
prodigiously thorny. For more than six months I have 
been pricking my fingers by turning the subject in every 
direction, — ever since Madame Bourgois's Watteau 
Kermesse, of which you just reminded me, for that was 
the day when I first got wind of the affair. Come, be- 
tween ourselves, what do you wish me to do ? " 

"But I have told you, M. Br^chet, I have told 
you. There are no two ways of looking at it. Good 
heavens ! I do not deny — But, after all, why should it 
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be indispeIls^^ble to make use of the letter? Compro- 
mising letters are more useful upon the stage than in 
real life to bring about desired result^. A man of your 
age and character, M. Brdchet, does not need to sup- 
port his word by documents. Since you do me the 
honour to appear to ask my advice, I will tell you frankly 
what I would do in your place. I would take the first 
express train fcM* the South; I would go straight to 
Madame d'Orgevaut; I would take her hands, and 
gently and paternally I would blow away her dream, 
thus sending Faurel with' infinite precautions to join, in 
the limbo of feminine illusions, so many other Prince 
Charmings who have lost their coronets." 

" I understand you all the better, my young giver 
qf advice, because you would probably pick up the 
coronet. But as you know women, I shall tell you 
nothing new when I say to you that often, in such 
matters, when one wishes to pull out a nail he drives 
it farther in." 

" Oh ! then I should show the letter. So much the 
worse ! Between two evils — " 

"You would do that, Prince? Give me your word of 
honour that you would." 

M. de Dhun bit his moustache. "I? Ah ! the 
situation would be somewhat different for me to what 
it is for you. I am in love with Madame d*Orgevaut." 

"Alas ! so am I," murmured the economist, pitifully 
l^anging his head with the expression of a schoolboy 
who is caught in his first escapade. " I mean to say 
that I have been in love with her." 

" Oh, yes, that is true ! I knew it." 

<< You knew it?" 
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"But I had forgotten it/' M. de Dhun hastened to 
add. He had not, indeed, recollected it at first 

" Well, this circumstance explains to you the triple 
nature of my embarrassment. I owe a duty to Madame 
d*Orgevaut, perhaps ; but so do I also to M. Faurel, 
and likewise to myself. It would be a handsome thing 
for an old man like me, who has been so ridiculous as 
to love this young woman more or less, but in a man- 
ner sufficiently evident for you to have perceived it, — 
it would be a handsome thing for me to make use, 
like a crafty and rancorous rival, of the written but 
confidential proof of the misdeeds of him who has sup- 
planted me. You answered for me in answering for 
yourself." 

" Still," said M. de Dhun, after a moment, " it is 
impossible for us to allow such a moral misalliance to 
be consummated. Just think of it ! This young wo- 
man, full of pride and nobleness, the widow of Count 
feloi d'Orgevaut, your associate and your friend, be- 
come the wife of a — And by surprise, by deception I 
Listen : I affirm to you upon my honour that, making 
a reservation of all that concerns a possible blindness 
upon my part, I see in it a very distinct obligation for 
you." 

" If that is so, why do you not undertake the mission 
yourself? " 

" I have no authority, no right. Not only would my 
testimony be most suspicious and liable to challenge, 
but not being able to speak in your name, I have no 
proofs to furnish, nothing serious to allege. Come, do, 
I beg you, at any cost, what I advised you to do a 
moment ago. Set out, see Madame d'Orgevaut, and 
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Speak to her ; and if you fail with her, try intimidation 
upon Faurel. ypon my honour, it is a duty, a real 
duty, for your conscience. Remember that there is 
no remedy against the evil which we must prevent — 
neither a divorce, nor even a separation — without 
new grievances.*' 

M. Br^chet, already half persuaded by his personal 
reflections and his own scruples, allowed himself to be 
wholly convinced. He promised to set out the next 
evening, or the evening after at latest. 

He could not start until the day after the next ; and 
as the train arrived at Nice in the evening, he was 
obliged to put off his unpleasant duty until the next 
morning. Five whole da)rs had passed since M. de 
Dhun had opened the campaign, six since his visit to 
the cure of Eza. 

When the landau which brought him stopped before 
the Villa Pietrini, the gate of which was wide open, 
Daniel Br^chet immediately observed a certain bustle 
going on beneath the peristyle and about the offices. 
They were unharnessing a carriage in the courtyard, — 
the countess's carriage, — and the economist recol- 
lected having just passed two others, hired ones, which 
appeared to be returning empty after having taken 
some one for a drive, or visitors to the neighbourhood. 
Now the countess's villa was almost the only dwelling 
which he had observed on the road, after passing 
Beaulieu. 

The sight of this movement and the recollection of 
these carriages gave some concern to the savant, while, 
as he walked toward the house, he considered how he 
should enter upon his subject. But being soon occu- 
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pied by anxiety about what he should say, he did not 
dwell upon it. 

The first person whom he met on ascending the steps 
was Gaetan himself, — Gaetan, superb in his black coat, 
which had a flower in its buttonhole, and which dis- 
played a finger's breadth of white waistcoat of an alto- 
gether fashionable appearance. 

The young man instantly changed countenance, and 
his faint colour suddenly turned to the lividity of a 
corpse when he recognized this visitor, less expected 
than the statue at the classic feast. He looked anx- 
iously about him ; there was no one there at the mo- 
ment but a servant, who was going to meet the old man. 
Faurel went to this man, spoke to him in a low voice 
•for a couple of seconds, and, returning to M. Br^chet, 
to whom he bowed with cold politeness, motioned to 
the savant to enter a room the door of which he 
opened. This was an abandoned smoking-room, the 
windows of which, long closed, looked upon the gar- 
den ; there was but one door, that which Faurel had 
opened to admit Daniel Br^chet, and which he closed 
with scrupulous care. It was a secure place for a 
conversation. 

" Sir," said Gaetan at once, for he had recovered 
from his emotion in a twinkling, " you have no doubt 
something important to say to me ? " 

" Why," said M. Brdchet, considerably amazed, " it 
is rather, if you will pardon the observation, with Ma- 
dame d'Orgevaut that I have to do ; for I am in her 
house, if I mistake not? " 

Gaetan bowed. " It is true," said he, " or at lea^ 
it is still half true, to-day; but it will not be so 
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to-morrow, save in virtue of my toleration or my polite- 
ness, whichever you prefer, toward her whom I have 
just married before the civil officer, and whom I shall 
marry this evening before a priest." 

Hiis declaration, made in a distinct though some-, 
what hissing voice, which passed between his com- 
pressed lips, completely upset the old gentleman, who, 
rather bewildered than defeated, did not know very 
clearly whether he ought to risk an appearance of justi- 
fication, or content himself with a bow before leaving 
the house. 

" Yes, that is the case," said Faurel ; " and you have 
arrived somewhat late, although still too soon, if, as I 
suppose, you have come with the intention of putting 
your veto upon my happiness. Now, if I am mistaken, 
if my suspicions have caused me to wrong you, if it is 
only the accident of a journey, or your friendship for 
Madame d'Orgevaut which brings you here, I am ready 
to apologize and to take you to the mistress of the 
house. But too grave and too sacred interests are con- 
cerned for my course to surprise or offend you. Speak, 
I beg you 1 " 

The invitation was not superfluous ; for poor M. Br6- 
chet, positively taken aback, did not find very much 
to say. 

" Good heavens, sir," he muttered, " you can un- 
derstand my surprise, my embarrassment — " 

" Certainly ! And it is, indeed, very natural that 
the event should find you ill prepared. Yet it has been 
set forward only three or four days. However that may 
be, I see that I was not mistaken. Confess that you 
came — " 
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" Upon my word, sir," interrupted Daniel Br^chet, 
who had had time to become resigned to the unpleas- 
antness of his position, '^ I will confess anything that 
you like. My situation is foolish, and I am in haste to 
escape from it, — as also to escape from this house, 
which is yours, as you have given me to know, and 
where I really have nothing more to do. Therefore, 
if you have any way of turning me out without attract- 
ing the attention of Madame d'Orgevaut, do not dis- 
commode yourself; you will make two people happy, 
you and myself." 

" That is impossible. They will not long be able to 
conceal your visit from Madame d*Orgevaut, — from 
Madame Faurel d*Amb6rieu, I might say, — although 
I have given orders for them not to inform her for 
the present. She is at this moment with friends, the 
persons who assisted us this morning at the mayor's 
office, and who will assist us this evening at the 
church. But she may come in here at any moment ; 
therefore, think what you will tell her." 

" Whatever you like." 

" There is nothing particularly embarrassing in the 
matter. You are passing through Nice, I suppose, on 
your way to Bordighera or elsewhere; you learned 
where she lived — " 

" Exactly, and that explains my visit." 

" For her, but not for me, if you please. Be good 
enough to inform — " 

" Oh ! scruples, tardy scruples — " 

" Altogether tardy, in truth, for our union lacks 
nothing but consecration by the priest. But what did 
you intend to say?" 



Digitized 



by Google 



MADAME D'ORGEVAUTS HUSBAND, I91 

"Simply the truth." 

<* And if she had refused to believe you, to believe 
you without proof? Come, confess, sir, that, like a 
cautious man, yon took care to provide yourself with 
the proof, and that you have that proof with you." 

" I confess it," said M. Br^chet, meekly. And he 
went on, taking from his pocket the compromising 
paper : " But it is to you that I will give it. Here is 
the letter which you wrote me, accusing, and at the 
same time excusing yourself. There is no longer a 
reason for my scruples, since they are untimely." 

Faurel abandoned for a moment the almost threat- 
ening manner which he had at first assumed. 

"Thank you, sir," said he, gently, and without hold- 
ing out his hand to take the letter which had caused 
him such secret anxiety and so many sleepless nights. 
" Do you yourself tear up this paper which belongs to 
you, and which was, it seems, destined to leave your 
hands only in pieces." 

"As you like." 

Daniel Br^chet tore up Gaetan's confession, without 
feeling extravagantly grieved by the lesson which was 
being given him; then he opened a window, and 
threw the fragments of the letter to the winds, saying, 
" It is done." 

" Now you can be easy," said he ; " let us hope that 
nothing will ever be heard again of what has just been 
destroyed." 

"Yes," murmured Gaetan, with a sigh of relief, 
" easy at last ! Believe me, I deserved it ! " 

His past was annihilated. Then he approached his 
former protector. 
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*'I swear to you, sir," said he, '*that Madame 
d'Orgevaut's happiness runs no risk from having been 
intrusted to me. The lesson which I have received 
was a severe one for a passing fault. Forgetfulness 
was my due : let me believe that you do not regret 
that circumstances, in default of your good will, have 
granted me this compensation." 

" For my part, I do not regret it," replied M. 
Brdchet, somewhat moved, and, at the bottom of his 
heart, rather satisfied at the interference of Fate in 
the settlement of this disagreeable affair. "And I 
can even assure you that I should have regretted, sin- 
cerely regretted, having ruined your prospects. Be- 
sides, you may be sure that I should not have made 
use of your letter save in the last extremity ; I should 
have endeavoured to influence Madame d'Orgevaut 
and you by my advice, my persuasion. What could 
I do? It was a case of conscience." 

"And — henceforth?" 

** Henceforth it would be to disturb uselessly the life 
of a woman." 

"Then I can count upon your silence in any 
circumstances?" 

" Assuredly." A new expression of constraint, how- 
ever, showed itself in the savant's manner. " Still, be 
prudent ! " he went on, as though unwillingly. 

"Prudent? What do you fear, what have I to 
fear?" 

" I am unfortunately not the only one who knows 
your past." 

" What ? — not the only one ? " murmured Gaetan. 

M. Br^chet related to him the interview which he had 
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had with the Prince de Dhun, and the manlier in which 
the latter had learned the secret. The blow was terri- 
ble for Faurel. What ! Two men besides the econ- 
omist knew the mystery of his crime, and withheld 
revelations or proofs with which it was possible to blast 
his life I Then no fault is ever effaced 1 It is ever the 
spot of blood upon Lady Macbeth's hand ! And what 
men were these? A defeated rival and a subaltetn 
police agent ! To have beUeved so long that the de- 
finitive Hberation of his past was dependent upon the 
destruction of a letter, or at worst upon the discretion 
of an old man, and on the day when the letter was 
destroyed and the old man promised an eternal silence, 
to discover that everything could again be placed in 
doubt by an anonymous informer — without proofs, 
indeed I But what ! Must he live eternally in fear of 
an aggression, to defend himself when the day came by 
lies, subterfuges, and arguments? 

Stupefied, in a condition of dazed discouragement, 
Faurel scarcely heard the door open. It was necessary 
for him to be aroused from his prostration, for the 
voice of Madame d'Orgevaut — who was already^ ac- 
cording to law, Madame Faurel — to sound joyously in 
his ears. 

"What are you doing? Ah! I beg your pardon, 
you are not alone. Why, M. Br^chet ? You must be a 
wizard to have guessed that to-day was a festival in this 
house, and that we should be glad to see you here." 

She was radiant, and had spoken in a gay, playful, 
singing voice. Nevertheless, it was not difficult to 
perceive beneath her cordiality an astonishment which 
bordered upon anxiety. She was evidently askic^ 

13 
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herself what Daniel Br^chet was doing at her house ob 
such a day, and why he had waited until she had placed 
three hundred leagues between herself and him to 
recollect that he was an intimate friend ; she was won- 
dering whether he had come from a premeditated 
design or by accident ; she wondered finally, and above 
all, what he had to say to Gaetan, or what Gaetan had 
to say to him in private, when they had quarrelled, or 
not far from it. This preoccupation was so easy to 
perceive, and so natural, that M. Br^chet despaired of 
getting out of his embarrassing position without injury 
to some one. All that he could do was to recollect 
that Faurel had spoken of Bordighera as a plausible 
destination for an excursion. 

" No, Countess, I did not know — I have only just 
learned — The truth is, that, going to Bordighera, and 
having learned — '* 

"Ah! From whom did you learn? And learned 
what? My marriage or my place of residence ? Com- 
plete your sentences, my good friend." 

A slight impatience was already perceptible in Ma- 
dame d*Orgevaut's voice, and her brow was contracting, 
while its inharmonious prominence became more accen- 
tuated. She obviously suspected an irritating mystery. 

" Not your marriage, my dear madame, simply your 
address.'* 

" It was kind of you to inquire — of Madame Bour- 
gois, no doubt?** 

" Exactly — Last week — " 

"Last week? But Madame Bourgois has been in 
Italy, and writes me that she will pass through here 
toward the end of the month." 
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In lying, one must never improvise : one contradicts 
himself. But still less must he accept openings: he 
falls into traps. 

M. Br^chet's diplomatic intelligence, which had for 
several days been subjected to so many and so severe 
ordeals, completely abandoned him. 

" Well — ah," said he, hemming and hawing, — "I 
learned it from mutual friends, — from relatives of 
yours, the Prince de Dhim. And then, as I was 
passing — '* 

"The Prince de Dhun?" said Madame d'Orgevaut, 
whose brows contracted still more energetically. 

But the constraint of the embarrassed savant was too 
apparent for it to be possible to insist. 

*' Whoever it was who informed you of my retreat," 
said Madame d'Orgevaut, striving to soften the expres- 
sion of her face, " I am grateful to them for their in- 
discretion. But you were talking, gentlemen. Heaven 
forbid that I should prevent you from finishing your 
conversation ! M. Br^chet, when you have done with 
M. Faurel, you will find me in the drawing-room, where 
I must go to my guests." 

" I have finished, my dear madame, I have finished, 
and I will go with you. I can only stop for a moment, 
long enough to take your commissions and to kiss your 
hands. I have an appointment." 

Faurel, erect and serious, had listened to everything 
without giving a sign of embarrassment. This scene 
was no more in his eyes than an insignificant prelude 
to another, more important and more dramatic, which 
was to be acted shortly by him and his wife. The 
more he measured mentally the probable curiosity of 
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this hour-old wife, thus sobered of her happiness by 
the sudden appearance of a disquieting enigma, the 
less he succeeded in convincing himself that there was 
any way of escape which could avail him. Too many 
questions were legitimate, too few replies plausible; 
and above all too few guarantees protected for the 
future the lies which were possible. One must do 
him the justice to say that though he had won the day, 
from the practical point of view, since the essential 
ceremony had been performed, he none the less suf- 
fered at seeing the shipwreck of his happiness and that 
of Luce, when so near port. 

Never was a visit more strange, tr3dng, or incoherent 
than that which Daniel Br6chet had begun in the 
smoking-room, and which he finished in the drawing- 
room, where a naval officer of high rank, an old phy- 
sician, and two journalists — the witnesses obtained by 
the husband in the neighbourhood, by the chance of 
their local relations — were making great display of 
wit and gayety, to justify the choice by which they had 
been honoured. 

But the chances and misadventures of this unhappy 
evening were really nothing in comparison with the 
painful hours which followed for the newly married 
couple. It was true that Luce's state of mind was in 
no wise comparable to that of Gaetan, — the one feel- 
ing only uneasiness, irritation, and a certain feverish 
curiosity, while the other was forming in his mind 
decisions of capital importance ; still, by the help of 
feminine nervousness, as well as the faculty, common 
to both sexes, of multiplying anxiety by impatience, 
toward the end of the day the sum of the torments. 
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repressed and concealed as well as might be, was about 
equal on either hand. Unable to hold out any longer, 
Luce led her husband, an hour before dinner, — to 
which the guests, who had come from Nice in the 
morning and were not to return there until after the 
ceremony of the religious marriage in the evening, 
had of course been invited, — into the same smoking- 
room where the* first part of the incident had been 
tmfolded. 

"Listen to me, Gaetan ! " said the young woman, with 
a supplicating pout. " I am burning to know what M. 
Daniel Br^chet came to do here, what he had to com- 
municate to you, what you had to talk about — " 

Gaetan stopped her by a gesture, placing a finger 
upon his lips, but with a disconcerting sort of gravity 
and solemnity. He had made up his mind. He had 
resolved to wait until he was questioned, thinking it 
useless to take the initiative, though he had resolved to 
conceal nothing. But this was evidently neither the 
time nor the place to enter upon great confidences. 

" My dear Luce, my dear wife," he was content to 
reply, " there is matter in it for a long conversation 
between us, which would now be impracticable or out 
of place. This evening, or rather to-night, when we 
come from church, I will satisfy your curiosity." 

He kissed her hand sadly and gently, and then urged 
her to occupy herself with her guests, her preparations, 
and all that should have absorbed her at such a 
moment. 
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XIII. 

Deprived of the joyful element which might have 
been supplied by the high spirits of the couple about 
to be married, this wedding by torchlight was gloomy. 
Still, no more artistic, romantic, or softly majestic scene 
ever enshrined a marriage for love. The little church, 
situated high up, almost imposing in its poetic dilapi- 
dation, seemed to have opened its door to the sky, in 
order to annex to itself the magnificence of the stars, 
and thus heighten the dim light of its flickering can- 
dles. The dark and steep streets of the village sug- 
gested to the imagination those ^ntastic cities which 
slumber obscure beneath a starry dome, on top of a 
peak, in the compositions of certain masters of etching. 
Finally, the solitude of the sacred spot, contrasting 
with the display of indigent pomp in which the zeal of 
a poor cure had shown its ingenuity, had a character 
of solemnity and reserve which impressed one tenderiy. 
But except for the witnesses, all this poetry was lost. 
Luce had ceaselessly present in her memory the singu- 
lar attitude of her husband, that air of great sadness 
and dignified resignation, when he had refused to reply 
to her before the end of the decisive day. Even in 
the absence of any presentiment, it was enough to 
move and enervate her. Why this mystery and delay? 
Why — why so many things which had long seemed to 
her to need no explanation, — to begin with, the desire 
of postponing their marriage, and of having it per- 
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formed away from home? How could the attraction of 
mystery, the tendency which women have to consider 
it as the atmosphere of love, have so long blinded 
her to the poverty of the arguments and the insuffi- 
ciency of the pretexts which were offered her? 

Both kneeling on the precise spot where they had 
lately been betrothed in a common prayer, they re- 
ceived, with trembling hearts, the final consecration of 
their marriage. Then they replied, with an assumed 
cordiality, to the obligatory pressure of indifferent 
hands which were held out to them, entered one of 
the two open carriages stationed at a distance, and set 
out for their nuptial dwelling. 

The drive was long, as the only road fit for carriages 
makes an immense curve toward Nice, and from it 
one can escape only on condition of following the tor- 
tuous alleys and the steep streets of the village, and 
then the rugged paths down the mountain, all of them 
roads scarcely practicable on foot and in broad day- 
light Still, the dialogue between the new-made husband 
and wife was confined to a few timid protestations of 
reciprocal love, and their gestures to two or three re- 
served embraces. 

The night, which was marvellously serene, was a 
southern spring night, — a true summer night, starry, 
warm, balmy, furrowed in places by winged phosphores- 
cences, — such, in short, as Luce had loved to dream of 
and paint beforehand. But no ; this night was cold and 
gloomy. Luce shivered, and tapped her foot nervously. 

" I am sorry," said she, during a certain moment of 
heavy and icy silence, " that I did not order the coupe." 

And she lay back, chilly and in a bad humour as 
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well, in the comer of the victoria, wrapped tip in her 
large fur cloak. When she observed that her husband 
appeared more inclined to retard the hour of confi- 
dences than to advance it, she felt growing in her an 
indescribable irritation, and a vague rancour rising in her 
insulted heart, as a consequence of which everything in 
Gaetan's conduct became for her a source of astonish- 
ment, almost of suspicion. It is the common lot of all 
misplaced affections, of all mistaken sympathy, to pass, 
upon the slightest well-founded alarm, from an extreme 
and blind confidence to a measureless and limitless dis- 
trust If one is not in the way in which he thought 
himself, who knows where he is going? If one is mis- 
taken about a detail, is he not deceived concerning the 
whole? There was nothing, even to the philosophic 
indifference with which Gaetan arranged to lodge his 
happiness in his wife's house upon the very first even- 
ing, instead of taking it far away, after the custom 
(which in this case is in accordance with good taste 
and decency), which did not awaken painful reflec- 
tions in the mind of Madame Faurel. 

The newly married couple, carried along by the 
swift and regular trot of their powerful horses, had de- 
scended the steep hill which terminates in the valley of 
Le Paillon. They seemed to be gliding toward the 
bottom of an abyss, and to leave the shining arch to 
penetrate beneath the earth by a wide, black opening, 
of which the mountains, crowned with stars, and with 
their tops irradiated by the moon, stood for the dark 
walls, with luminous crests, caressed by the light of 
the sky. 

They were driving now along the new Comici Road^ 
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narrow and dusty, between the sea and the riven locks^ 
pitted in places by quarries. They would plunge into 
the short, dark tunnels, and find themselves again before 
the mountain, seeing the shadowy cones of the great, 
threatening peaks standing and growing larger above 
their heads until another subterranean passage caused 
these haughty phantoms to pass behind them. Here 
and there wooded knolls stood upon the gray or blue 
sides of the rocky mass, undulations of the earth sank 
away into rolling valleys, which broke harmoniously the 
high, jagged outline and the sharp profile of the naked 
peaks, which stood out in broken lines or ragged ex- 
crescences against the background of the sky, amid the 
light of the stars. Then there would be groups of 
white houses, villages slumbering beside silent creeks 
where fleets of boats were moored in the shadow of 
the curves of the shore, — sometimes about one or 
several silhouettes of large ships, as at Villafhmca. 
Finally, beyond Beaulieu, there was nothing more save 
the white road running beside the shining rails, oppo- 
site a wood of stunted olive-trees above which appeared 
the scattered pines upon the height of Eza, up to the 
limit where all vegetation ceases, and where, hardly dis- 
tinguishable from the rock because of their uniform 
earthy colour, rise the houses of the old town, which can 
be perceived only by the little square orifices which ar© 
placed symmetrically in their walls. 

The nuptial dwelling is there, above these terraces 
planted with orange and lemon trees, which precede, 
like a firagrant orchard, the garden filled with flowers, 
between the beds of which it stands, white and calm. 
The green gate opens, the wheels of the carriage rattle 
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Upon the gravel of the road which leads straight to the 
house through the perfumed branches, which in winter 
are loaded with heavy and bright-coloured fruit, and 
bend beneath the red gold of the oranges or the pale 
gold of the lemons. In the vestibule a lamp is lighted ; 
but the maid alone awaits her mistress, asleep, with 
her head leaning against the comer of a table on which 
are arrayed the silver candlesticks. 

Luce, with a movement of her shoulders and a ges- 
ture of her arm, throws off her heavy cloak, which falls 
into the hands of the still sleepy maid. Then there 
reigns amid the silence a singular embarrassment, 
which is like the silent commentary of a false position. 
Who is to speak? And will this husband go into his 
wife's room as into his own? Or will this wife receive 
her husband like a stranger, or, worse still, like a lover? 
Luce, already very nervous, and not having waited for 
this first scene of married life to understand its ridic- 
ulous and embarrassing side, — since she had devoted 
to it a good share of her disagreeable reflections on her 
return, — made a sign to the girl, as she gave her, in a 
somewhat sharp and constrained voice, this order pre- 
pared for the circumstance, — 

*' Light the candles in my apartment, and then you 
can go to bed, for you are falling with sleep, my 
child.'' 

Then ^e took a candlestick, lit it from one which 
was held out to her, and went into the drawing-room, 
followed by Faurel, who was decidedly awkward in his 
double character. For he was embarrassed by his posi- 
tion, and not less so by her continued silence. And while 
Luce went and cam^ about the cold, empty room, upon 
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the pretext of looking for something or of seeing that 
everything was in order, he strove to strengthen him- 
self in his character, in the role which he had studied 
and in which he was sure that he would make no mis- 
take, smce it was really that which he thought and felt 
that he would act the best. But the moment was pain- 
ful ; whatever happened, and in whatever way the ad- 
venture ended, would he not have to give up Luce 
temporarily? How could he hope that a happy solu- 
tion might be found immediately? And so, then, this 
lovely and adored woman, whom, but for so little, it 
would have been permissible for him to fold in his 
arms, might escape him, might at least be kept from 
his embraces, and perhaps even by the very will which 
he would be morally forced to impose upon himself ! 
Instead of the intoxication of a tardy happiness, so long 
projected, the terrors and shame of a frightful revela- 
tion I Instead of the enchanting tete-a-tete, ending 
after the dawn in the tired kisses of morning, or con- 
tinuing in sleep, a dreadful explanation, followed by a 
sad separation, perhaps by an irremediable rupture ! 
And no honest or reasonable means of escaping from 
it more cheaply ! 

Luce had finished wandering about the room and 
attending to the little untimely duties which she had 
invented in order to conceal her embarrassment atid 
discomfort. She took off her gloves with a pretty 
shudder, and rubbed her hands together. Gaetan cast 
upon her, upon her round and lithe figiure, which was 
set off by a very simple and elegant toilet, a look 
which was not calculated to give him courage, and 
by which she felt herself enwrapped as by a caress 
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or a desire ; then he rose. The moment had come, 
inexorable. 

" Luce, my dear Luce," said he, " listen to me ! Lis- 
ten to me, and Heaven send that your heart may hear 
me!" 

His voice, which had trembled at first, suddenly 
became firm. 

" There has been one bad hour in my life. I owed 
you the confession of it sooner ; my heart CEiiled me, 
and perhaps also the clear consciousness of my duty. 
Does one ever know where duty begins, when he risks 
ruining his happiness, ruining it with his own hands, 
and at the same time grieving a loving heart, a con- 
fiding and pure affection? However that may be^ 
circumstances have decided this difficult and really 
cruel case." 

Luce had made an abrupt, instinctive motion, which 
had carried her away from her husband. She drew 
near him again resolutely, and thenceforth she listened, 
motionless, with wide-open and staring eyes, full of 
anxious amazement 

"In a moment of wretchedness — of mental wretch- 
edness, for my physical poverty, great as it was, was 
not such as could not be borne — I abused the con- 
fidence of the man who was here a little while ago. I 
deceived him — " 

"What do you mean? He is not married, that 1 
know of." 

" No, it is not that. I — " 

" Go on I " said Luce, without a gesture or a convul- 
sion of horror ; " you — stole from him ? " 

" Oh, not that, I swear to you ! " said Gaetan, with 
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a sudden explosion, which, however, died out almost 
immediately. 

'< What, then?" 

"Well, yes, perhaps," went on the young man, 
slowly. " How do I know? It is called stealing, per- 
haps. But for me, it was something else, according to 
the strange and perverted optics of the moment. An ex- 
cusable indelicacy, a trifling abuse of confidence, easy to 
repair, — whatever you like, in short ; but not stealing, 
I swear it to you ! " 

"Upon your honour, no doubt?" asked Luce, still 
with the same stony manner. 

The scathing irony of the question was all in the 
words ; the intonation of the phrase revealed none of 
it. Faurel drew himself up to his full height. 

" Yes, upon my honour, long since won back 1 " he 
cried, with energetic conviction. 

**^Then it is true that lost honour can be won back? 
As withered virginities are revived by the breath of 
honest love, probably?" 

She was at the end of her feigned impassibility. 
Her assumed stiffness bent, or rather broke, at a single 
stroke, and she fell heavily upon a chair, sobbing, 
crushed. 

The scene on this vast stage, so ill lighted, was 
becoming sinister ; it seemed to Gaetan that his heart 
had stopped, seized and held motionless by an icy par- 
alysis. Without knowing precisely what he had heard, 
he was conscious that he had hoped for something 
better, — an outburst of reproaches, together with a 
torrent of tears, in which Luce*s just indignation 
would have dissolved, in which he himself would have 
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been washed white from his infamy ; something, in a 
word, different from this tragic collapse. What could 
he say, what could he add now? How could he 
approach this heart, humiliated as much as wounded, 
which was walled in, as by a rampart of ruins, by the 
wreck of a great pride recently disarmed by love, now 
mutilated and broken down, and yet more haughty 
than before? What could he say which would not 
appear a meanness or an impudence? Nothing. Go 
away and wait ! 

Still, he must speak a word, to give a reason for this 
departure. 

" Luce, I see by your air and the character of your 
grief, that your pride, if it is not more wounded than 
your love, at least speaks louder and complains the 
more. I have decided what to do. I will leave you. 
You will bear my name, which, thank God ! is not 
sullied in the eyes of the world ; that is the only bur- 
den which our marriage will lay upon you." 

Luce hastily raised her head, turning toward Faurel 
her face, which she had for a long while half concealed 
in her hands ; then she .quickly seized her husband's 
wrist. 

"You are going, you leave me? You give me my 
liberty, you restore me to myself? That is well. But 
you have also an account to render me, — render it to 
the end." 

" What do you mean by that? " 

" Yes. Finish what you have begun, complete your 
story. Tell me, in precise terms, without omission or 
feilsehood, what happened exactly, — what you did. Tell 
me it with all the details ; name the persons who knew 
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of your — weaknesses, and those who may be supposed 
informed of it. In short, tell me everything, absolutely 
everything, that I may at least be informed, that I may 
know whom I ought to fear, whom I ought to avoid, 
and where to hide my disgrace." 

"You exact it?" asked Gaetan, who saw a ray of 
hope, and felt a return of confidence in the issue of 
the affair. 

" Assuredly. And if it is not the least that I can 
ask of you, it is all that I want of you. You can go 
away afterward." 

Gaetan reflected for a second. As soon as the hope 
of a final pardon was withdrawn from him, he did not 
see what right she had to humiliate him further, to 
drag him in the dust of detailed confession. Conse- 
quently he was upon the point of assuming a higher 
tone, and of seeking, in violence and anger, a pallia- 
tion for shame. After all, he was the master; he 
could impose upon this woman, his wife, his will and 
his person. Only, he surprised in Luce's tearful 
eyes, which were raised toward him at the moment, 
a look of supreme pity, a fleeting shade of tenderness, 
in which, perhaps, was reflected the compassion of the 
victim for herself rather than a frankly charitable and 
merciful impression, but which, such as it was, for- 
bade the culprit to despair. More wisely inspired 
thenceforth, he allowed his conscience and his love 
to speak. He accused himself honestly, without 
blackening himself excessively by an unskilful and ex- 
travagant humility; he told his fault as he had com- 
mitted it and as he had judged it to be, reproaching 
himself above all for not having confessed* in time, at 
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least on the occasion with which Luce had uncon- 
sciously presented him. He did not dwell upon the 
details, hastening to the conclusion of his story, which 
he did not once attempt to turn into an apology. 

"Well," said he, when he had ended, "that is 
what I did, what I concealed rather from love than 
cowardice. I have no right to excuse myself, no 
doubt; but I still think that in so difficult a case, 
torn between opposing sentiments and believing him- 
self secure from terrible revelations, the — rehabili- 
tated man may keep silence without being untruthful. 
You think differently; you have the right to do so. 
FareweU ! " 

He was about to go out. Luce went and stood be- 
tween him and the door. Her eyes were dry now ; and 
her features, still contracted by the shock of an in- 
ward struggle, were growing more calm every instant. 

"You are mistaken,*' said she, with a melancholy 
shake of the head which indicated the end of her out- 
burst. " What I reproach you with, or rather what out- 
raged me, was not your silence, but your fall, your 
abasement. If I could pardon you that, what would 
the rest matter? If I could pardon you for having de- 
graded my love, for having profaned the only devotion 
with which a man had inspired me, do you believe that 
I should find it hard to absolve this dissimulation, in 
which it pleases you to see my principal grievance 
against you? There is only one question for me : Can 
I love you still afler what you have done? " 

" It is for you to reply to that. Luce. But do it 
without haste. Weigh my fault and your own affection ; 
reflect. I will wait" 
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He made another step toward the door. Luce, 
carried away by a sudden impulse, threw herself upon 
his breast 

" Ah ! no, do not go ! Do not leave me alone, in 
the state of mind in which I am. It is my heart which 
bleeds, not my pride. We will forget. I have forgiven 
you. Nature teaches us forgetfulness ; God commands 
us to forgive. You see, I have answered. But support 
me ! I am going to fall — I shall die 1 " 
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XIV. 

Madame Faurel d'Amb^rieu did not die, and she 
awoke from her faint in the arms of her husband. In- 
deed, this acute period passed away rapidly, much 
more rapidly than the young woman would at first have 
beheved possible. It is the characteristic of hopeless 
situations to create, even in the proudest and most sen- 
sitive souls, an immediate philosophy which would as- 
tonish and almost offend sensitive observers, if there 
were not every reason for beUeving it precarious. 

One reflection, moreover, had helped Luce to be- 
come resigned. If her husband had had the bold 
frankness to speak before marriage, the result would 
have been the same ; she would have passed it over ; 
she would have forgiven him, for she loved him, for her 
life was pledged, her heart taken, her whole being con- 
quered. This impression of the inevitable, joined to a 
love which asked nothing better than to revive from its 
still warm ashes, and joined also to the Christian senti- 
ments which had remained lively in the young woman's 
heart, smoothed away to a singular degree the first 
difficulties of a trying situation. Besides, Gaetan, who 
was in love, sincere, and grateful, knew how to be every- 
thing which it was necessary for him to be in order to 
gain acceptance, and afterward to be loved anew; 
and in the complete solitude in which their life flowed 
on, each of them was spared a thousand annoyances 
which would not have failed to destroy the fragile 
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peace of such a household, amid the chances, the 
meetings, and all the casual complications of life in 
society. 

It had been ^reed that they should remain indefi- 
nitely at Eza, where it seemed that the solitude must 
defend them from all dangerous memories. Indeed, 
the summer did pass without accidents ; each new day 
helped to heal the still open wound in the heart of 
Luce, who began to enjoy the charm of her love, in 
addition to that of her self-sacrifice. This was not for- 
getfulness, — this unconsciousness of grief which time 
brings with it ; it was a slow familiarization with a new 
kind of happiness, a progressive initiation into the art 
of being happy through the benumbing of the faculties 
which can make one suffer. It was, with the roles re- 
versed, something like the voluntary torpor of a man 
who has married a repentant Magdalene, and who, lov- 
ing her sincerely, does not wish to know whether he 
was wrong to love her first and to marry her afterward. 
One does not blind himself; he goes to sleep. There 
are, unfortunately, awakenings and sleeplessness. Ma- 
dame Faurel had first known the latter by short attacks, 
of which she hoped to be cured ; but it could not be 
long before she also knew the other, of which one is 
never cured, — the great awakening. 

Gaetan's error — which was inevitable, and fatally 
common to all those who accept a rehabilitation — was 
to become used too quickly to the climate of indulgent 
' silence and forced abnegation which surrounded him. 
For three months — that is to say, for the whole 
time during which he was upon his guard, timid and 
attentive, fearing at every step to awaken an echo of his 
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past — his tact did not fail him ; he was tender without 
playfulness, with a sort of earnest gravity; attentive 
without affectation, proving his gratitude by his acts and 
by the habitual manner of his life, but never expressing 
it in words. He imderstood that henceforth he could 
not be humble without humiliating Luce, or crouch 
without disgracing her; he understood it too well, 
rather, for he had the appearance, on the whole, of 
not being sufficiently embarrassed. Happily, he had 
understood also that he ought not to remain idle in 
the opulent retreat in which his marriage sheltered 
him. He had resumed his work, and sent article after 
article to the newspapers which were open to him ; he 
accumulated documents with a view to future publica- 
tions, employing as much as possible the intelligent 
collaboration of his wife. Luce had been grateful to 
him for it, and had it not been for the invincible ten- 
dency which impels us always to criticise, in one way 
or the other, and even inopportunely, those whom we 
know not to be beyond reproach, she would have 
gained a tranquillity of soul not far from real happiness. 
But one can eternally discover something with which 
to find fault in the attitude of a culprit : if he lowers 
his head, it is cowardice or hypocrisy ; if he raises it, 
it is cynicism or bravado. The audience in a police or 
a criminal court will show one clearly the difficulties 
inherent in the position of a condemned criminal. 

Madame Faurel must therefore necessarily come to 
perceive or to imagine that her husband had a short 
memory and a light heart. Nevertheless, thanks to 
Gaetan*s excellent bearing, and the laborious ardour 
which had taken possession of him, she did not think 



Digitized 



by Google 



MADAME D'ORGEVAUrS HUSBAND. 213 

seriously of it until the autumn, and then only by 
accident. 

The most painful point in the wound to her vanity 
was that borne upon by the recollection of the Prince 
de Dhun. Faurel, in his confession, had not been able 
to conceal from her the share taken by the prince in 
M. Brechet's inter\'ention, and the latter had, more- 
over, implicitly admitted the young man's instigation : 
nothing had been needed for that more than for the 
economist tp mention the prince inopportunely, and to 
tell Luce that he had seen him before coming to see 
her. The thought that this lover, whom she had dis- 
dained and whom so many considerations and influ- 
ences had appeared to point out for her choice, was 
informed of the gravity of her misalliance, could hardly 
fail to wound her pride cruelly. Nothing but the grad- 
ual benumbing of the fibres by which her love was still 
connected with her vanity, had a chance, in the quiet 
of her retreat, of procuring for her a complete libera- 
tion, an absolute dissolution of her memories. But 
her dear desert was haunted, haunted by the most 
discreet but at the same time the most terrible of 
phantoms. 

Paul de Dhun, after a short visit to Switzerland and 
the extreme northern part of Italy, where he had gone 
to seek a temporary refuge from the great heat of 
the shore of the Mediterranean, had returned with the 
first breath of autumn to take up his residence in the 
principality, whither he was recalled both by the ad- 
vice of his physicians and by the mechanical impulse 
of his hopeless love. This tenacious passion borrowed, 
from the dilapidated condition of the body in which it 
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was lodged, a truly morbid and pitiable character. M. 
de Dhun, the former rake, was only a shadow in pursuit 
of a dream ; and it would have been difficult to say, at 
the point which he had reached, whether he was more 
affected mentally or physically. A slow consumption 
had been imdermining him for months, without his 
having been distinctly conscious of it, for the prostra- 
tion of his mind prevented him from seeing the ruin of 
his health. It is hard for love to take root in the 
heart of a libertine, but when by chance it does find a 
place there, it disorganizes and absorbs it; where all 
the energies are worn or weakened, nothing can resist 
the great resolvent. Paul de Dhun had, therefore, no 
desire for a reaction; the news of Luce's marriage, 
the failure of the last attempt to save her, — the idea of 
which had come to him too late, — had given the last 
blow to his moral courage. As for his vitality, long 
since compromised by lesions of his heart and lungs, 
which the recent prostration of his whole being had 
aggravated more, even, than the excesses of his youth, 
it was departing little by little, escapmg from him drop 
by drop, leaving, day by day, his cheeks more wan, his 
eyes more sunken, and his back more bent. He had 
aged so in four or five months that there was little left 
for him to do but to die, in order to cease filling every- 
body with pity. Even amid the consumptives of Men- 
tone, along that southern road which is so sad in the 
sunlight, and where one sees so many dying people 
marching to the cemetery to the sound of music and in 
the gayety of the sun, fastening an illusion to the glance 
of every woman, the smile of every child who passes 
them, the commiseration of those whom he met would 
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have revealed his fate to him if he had been anxious to 
know it. Consequently he must needs frighten any one 
who met him after a prolonged separation. 

One day in October, Luce set out, as she sometimes 
did, to ascend the mountain upon which the village of 
Eza has perched for ten centuries. She wished to see 
the cure, to make a round of charitable visits, and 
above all to breathe the air of the heights after a heavy, 
rainy morning. At breakfast, moreover, there had 
occurred the first formal disagreement which had taken 
place between M. and Madame Faurel d'Amb^rieu 
since their marriage; and although the matter had 
been of no consequence, it had shaken the young 
woman's nerves. 

As Gaetan was not a horseman, Madame Faurel had 
herself given up riding, and had recently asked her 
husband to sell the saddle-horse which she had brought 
with her. Thanks to the caprice of a rich Italian, a 
most satisfactory bargain had been made, through the 
agency of a horse-dealer of Vintimille. But as this 
horse-dealer possessed a remarkable pair of Sardinian 
mares, which he offered to sell for the price of the 
saddle-horse, without anything to boot, Gaetan, who 
recollected that he had heard Luce complain that she 
had no light pair which she could drive herself, thought | 
that he had done well in taking the horses. He had 
even planned a little scene to give his wife an agreeable 
surprise by presenting her with the pretty animals, 
harnessed and already baptized by him Donzelle and 
Ribaude. The proceeding had displeased Luce, or at 
least the informality, the amiable ease with which her 
husband disposed of the common funds. At bottom^ 
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her grievance was scarcely serious, especially if it be 
considered that Faurel had only thought of making a 
sort of reinvestment, in accordance with his wife's 
wishes ; but the mind of the latter was inclined, in spite 
of her, to partiality and inquisitorial rigour whenever 
the conduct of Gaetan was in question. For this 
reason there was a suspicion of sharpness in her recep- 
tion of the gallant explanation furnished by the young 
husband, then a reply betraying a legitimate hurt on the 
part of the latter, and finally an exchange of semi-apol- 
ogetic speeches which ended this trifling quarrel, in 
which the hints were more woimding than the explicit 
charges. 

It was, no doubt, this unimportant incident which 
lent a disastrous gravity to an accidental meeting by 
which it was to be immediately followed. But we may 
suppose, precisely because it was insignificant, that in 
default of it some other would have arisen, with equiv- 
alent results. 

Madame Faurel, carrying her mountain-staff, — a long 
and elegant Louis XVI. cane, shod with a sharp iron 
point, — had come to the spot where the pines, growing 
fewer and farther between as they approached the great 
cliff from which the town looks dowit, permit the sight 
to reach the sea, as well as the Villa Pietrini and the 
road to Beaulieu. 

The young woman, who was slightly out of breath 
from her climb, in spite of the circuits which have been 
arranged to make the road less steep, stopped to take 
breath and to enjoy a view of which she was fond. She 
was about to sit down upon one of the stones with 
which the slow disintegration oif the larger blocks and 
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the land-slides strew this declivity, when her attention 
was attracted by a rustling in the branches a few yards 
below her. She leaned forward without much curiosity, 
thinking that she would see one of those poor creatures, 
wood-choppers or gleaners, who live upon the waste of 
the woods. A mule was trying to crop the scanty tufts 
which grew amid the stones ; beside the animal a peas- 
ant was smoking, seated upon the ground, with his legs 
apart, and his chin leaning upon his hand. Just as 
Luce was about to set out for a still higher resting-place, 
a voice was heard a litde way off, weak and soft, plain- 
tive and weary, although it was a man's voice. 

"Tell me, Bruno, is it not gomg to rain again? It 
feels cool to me." 

" No, sir, the weather is clearing. Look down 
there ; that is a sign which one can trust. And as for 
its being cool, it rather seems to me warm." 

" Never mind. I am not comfortable here ; I will 
go a littie ferther up." 

The voice had drawn nearer; he who had spoken 
appeared. At first sight Luce did not recognize him. 
He was a thin and pale young man, wrapped in a plaid 
shawl, which gave him the look of a sick Englishman. 
But by chance or instinct he raised his eyes toward 
Madame Faurel, who could not restrain a little cry of 
surprise. 

" M. de Dhun ! " she murmured. 

The prince had heard or divined something. He 
stretched his head forward, and then started suddenly 
back. With a single gesture he threw his shawl far 
from him, as well as the closed sketch-book which he 
held in his hand. Then he drew himself up, took off 
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his hat, and passing quickly enough across the narrow 
space which separated him from Madame Faurel, 
said, — 

" Madame, I beg you to pardon me. I am not here 
by chance; for six weeks I have come here almost 
every day, and waited for you." 

Luce, amazed, filled with a great deal of confusion 
and a Uttle anger, remained erect and pale, without 
speaking. 

" Ah, Madame," the prince went on, " I swear to you 
that I am an imbecile, a monomaniac, an invalid, what- 
ever you choose except a man to be feared or blamed. 
Therefore pardon me, give me your hand as in the old 
times, and pass on." 

M. de Dhun had advanced with a very frank and 
simple manner, with his hat off, and his hand out- 
stretched. He had suddenly recovered the external 
qualities which had so long helped him to please, and 
there was in his voice, his look, and his whole expres- 
sion, suffering yet animated with a smile, a charm finer 
and more penetrating than that of old. Luce did not 
long hesitate; she gave him her hand without saying 
anything. 

"Thank you!" said he. 

And after bowing, he drew back two or three steps, 
as if to show the young woman that he was ready to 
leave the place. But at that moment his look met that 
of Luce, who thought that she read in it, clearly ex- 
pressed, a sort of tender pity. In reality it was rather 
solicitude or an anxious curiosity which was revealed in 
it ; the prince did not know just how far Luce was in- 
formed concerning her husband's past, nor even if she 
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knew anything '^t all about it, as the account of M. Br6- 
chet's proceedings had necessarily been confined to the 
ambiguous facts which the savant had witnessed, and to 
the incidents without immediate consequences which 
his visit had provoked. However that was, Madame 
Faurel, a prey to all the fears of her just pride, could 
not endure the idea of being pitied by this man whom 
she had driven to despair ; above all, the thought that 
she was, and would indefinitely be, perhaps, subject to 
the mocking espionage of a rejected but avenged lover, 
was odious and insupportable to her. She repented in 
a moment of the alms which she had tossed him ; she 
would have liked to take back that impulse of unconsid- 
ered sympathy, — that friendly gesture which had been 
forced from her by the emotion of the meeting and by 
the sight of this misery of a body and soul destroyed 
by her cruelty. Instead of departing, she went to the 
Prince de Dhun. 

** Now, sir," said she, " I desire to know why you 
frequent these solitudes, and how long you intend to 
exercise the right of walking in them, which belongs 
to every one, but to you perhaps less than to any one 
else in the neighbourhood. Have the goodness to 
answer me ; my future conduct and arrangements will 
depend upon your reply." 

"Madame, for many years my best happiness has 
been in seeing you — " 

" I can hardly imagine that this joy can exist with- 
out some spitefiil satisfaction, after — after all that has 
happened since the years of which you spoke just now." 

" A spiteful satisfaction ? No, Madame, I have 
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M. de Dhun shook his head^ looking kindly at 
Luce. 

'' Yet it is impossible that you should not understand 
that your exaggerated — constancy might in time annoy 
me, compromise me, outrage me." 

" Outrage you ! Why? You are married, happy in 
being so — " 

An interrogation, involuntary or intentional, could be 
guessed in these last words. 

"Assuredly I am happy in being so," Madame Faurel 
hastened to add, blushing. "Who should have the 
right to doubt it?" 

" No one ; and if I did doubt it, believe me, Madame, 
I should not have the vileness to rejoice at it. Never, 
for the satisfaction of a low feeling of revenge, would I 
forget what I owe to myself, what I owe to the memo- 
ries which you have left in my heart, to the noble and 
delicate sentiments which you have caused me to know. 
No, no ; I do not doubt your happiness, and I am al- 
most happy in not doubting it. Heaven send that you 
never have to doubt it yourself in the long course of 
years which are reserved for you. It is the prayer of 
a man who will not see what he foresees, what he is 
happy in foreseeing." 

He was growing singularly animated, and a vivid red 
rose to the cheek-bones of his emaciated face. There 
was every evidence that a sincere sympathy dictated his 
words ; nevertheless, for Madame Faurel, who knew the 
prince thoroughly, there was something equivocal in 
these cordial expressions. She wished everything to be 
cleared up, once for all. 

" I desire, sir," said she, " that this chance interview 
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may be useful for both of us, by saving us both from 
errors of interpretation and conduct. I will tell you 
this boldly : the possibility of frequent meetings would 
be sufficient to trouble the repose of my life. I know 
that circumstances have made you master of a secret 
which is half mine. I appeal to your honour ; would 
it be proper that occasions like this, in which we both 
have to suffer, — you in your obstinate caprice, I in my 
dignity, — would it be proper for these occasions to 
recur frequently?" 

" When I spoke, Madame, I did not know — I give 
you my word, that I did not know — " 

"Very good, sir. Will you give me your word of 
honour that you will never again try to place yourself 
in my way?" 

" Alas ! Madame, I cannot refuse it to you." 

"That is all that is necessary. I have nothing to 
fear, I am sure, from a lack of reticence. Still, sir, 
pardon me, but I should like to know if you have never 
spoken, if no one — " 

"Ah, good heavens ! what a questicm ! I have not 
caid a word to any one whatever." 

" Not even to Madame de Rosembray, — to 
Lauriane?" 

" Neither to her nor to any one else. Besides, I 
have not seen her, and I have scarcely written to her. 
But had I seen her a hundred times, I should never 
have opened my lips to her upon this subject. And I 
think that I can affirm to you that M. Br^chet thinks 
as I do ; we promised each other to be silent to every 
one. And, apart from him, and save for a man whom 
I myself sent away from the neighbourhood — " 
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"A man? What man? What are you telling me? 
Can some one else know? " 

*< Oh ! a subordinate, and one who is far from here 
now, and will not return." 

"But who is it?" 

" An employe in the Casino, who was a witness and 
guessed, or supposed — In truth, I should reproach 
myself for having alluded to him, if I were not in a 
position to reassure you." 

" That is enough. Good-by, sir." 

Luce bowed, with a quick inclination of her head, 
and forgetting her projects for the day, began to go 
down the slope of the mountain which she had just 
ascended, dislodging small stones and pebbles with her 
quick, nervous steps. M. de Dhim followed her with 
his eyes for a moment through the young pines with 
their verdant corymbs, beneath which her dark woollen 
costume, with red spots, threw moving tones of a singu- 
lar effect, which appeared and disappeared ceaselessly, 
according to the windings of the path toward the valley. 
Then he picked up his album with a sigh, and resumed 
his sketch, — a sketch of the spot and the house wher« 
Luce lived. 

" Come ! " said he, " she knew ! She will not even 
have been happy ! " 

During this time Madame Faurel was reaching the 
bottom of the hill. But there she stopped, by the 
side of the road, and sat down upon a bank where 
cactuses and wild roses grew, all mingled together, 
facing the sea. 

A crowd of confused thoughts and strongly con- 
trasted images chased and jostled each other through 
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her brain. The factitious work of reparation and forget- 
fulness was in dust ; there had needed, to shake it, but 
the appearance of a new grievance, to destroy it, but 
a succession of reflections, ill-connected, but still only 
too logical. The point of departure of all this work of 
destruction had been nothing but a simple doubt con- 
cerning a matter of form, in which Gaetan*s tact seemed 
more in question than his delicacy. If Madame Faurel's 
mind had not been, thanks to an annoyance of this 
nature, in a state of irritation, she would not have 
magnified in her own eyes the importance of her meet- 
ing with M. de Dhun ; she would have suffered less in 
her vanity, she would have talked less, and finally, she 
would not have discovered or forged a new subject for 
anxiety and humiliation, nor have seen in it an aggra- 
vation of her trouble. In any case, she would not have 
tried to persuade herself that the man who freely spent 
his wife's money was still the same as he who had 
formerly exposed to the risks of the gaming-table the 
property of another. 

Madame Faurel could not seriously reproach her 
husband for having passed lightly over the episode 
which had enlightened M. de Dhun, and enabled him 
to act ; Faurel himself had only learned this incident 
fi-om M. Brdchet on the day of his wedding, and it 
mattered little, after all, how the prince had obtained 
his information. But she saw in this another proof that 
every dishonouring fault is indelible ; that nothing can 
banish every trace of it, because its character cannot be 
forgotten. " Ah, yes," said she, " suppress the corpus 
delicti, if there be one, wipe out the material evidences 
of the crime ; the witnesses remain. Fly from them ; 



Digitized 



by Google 



224 MADAME D'ORCEVAUT'S HUSBAND. 

you will meet them sooner or later. Insure the silence 
of those whom you know \ others will appear whose 
existence you did not suspect. Finally, if by the com- 
plicity or the kindness of chance you could come to 
benefit by the disappearance of the witnesses them- 
selves, would not the painful memory of the crime, 
ceaselessly revived by the efforts of this exhausting 
struggle against a spectre, rise living at last before 
your eyes, never again to return to the tomb of for- 
getfulness? Then what is the use? What a chimera 
are forgetfulness and pardon, when one cannot be 
disinterested as regards the fault! Pardon, pardon 
ceaselessly, if you like. But pass on, blessing like 
Christ or like the priest ; do not stop, do not ask, do 
not, above all, take your share of a burden of infamy, 
with the idea that repentance on one side and your 
indulgence on the other will diminish its weight; this 
weight will crush you some day!" And Luce was 
angry with herself for not having locked her door, the 
very night of the confession, for not having intrenched 
herself behind a rampart of unshakable dignity ; she 
hardly thought of putting forward the excuse affoMed 
by its being an accomplished fact. Then she went 
farther back into her Hfe, and saw, singularly magnified 
by the clearness of retrospection, the warning signs 
which should have preserved her. But here confusion 
gave place to order and to the sequence of ideas. 

Why, in the first place, had the devotion of a man 
whose secret and too probable ambition was in no way 
authorized, seemed to her natural, legitimate, even 
flattering? Why had she closed her eyes to the con- 
tradictions and incongruities of his life and conduct. 
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to the dangerous enigma of his past, to all that was 
unknown and impenetrable in his thoughts and in 
his i)erson? Why, for instance, had she shown an 
inexplicable indulgence in the matter of this modifica- 
tion — legal, no doubt, but difficult to justify — of a 
plebeian family name ? Outside of those who are mad 
for a life in society, who strut and parade for an au- 
dience of vain imbeciles, is there a true-hearted man 
who would consent to exchange his father's name for a 
borrowed one, to deck himself in feathers which do 
not grow out of his skin? Should not this detail have 
enlightened her, or at least have made her distrustful ? 
And then, afterward, why had she understood or pre- 
tended to xmderstand these precautions and delays, 
thejse dilatory subterfuges, on the part of a betrothed 
who was deeply in love or who said that he was? 

Why, finally, had she obstinately refused all serious 
attention to the clear-sighted advice of that charm- 
ing and acute Lauriane, who concealed so much good 
sense under her golden curls? Why? Because she 
had been sure of herself, of her own wisdom, to in- 
fatuation ; because she had made it a point of honour 
to govern herself alone, always ; because she had had 
the weakness of strong women, which is to fancy that 
their reason will always be able to guide their hearts ; 
because the exaggerated fear of the beaten track often 
leads to the precipice. 

And going still further in this tardy and vain review 
of her mistakes, Luce did not hesitate to ask herself 
whether she had not been wrong to disdain the love of 
the Prince de Dhun. In the place of the gendeman 
whom she had rejected, she had not even known how 
x5 
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to choose an honest man. And yet he certainly had 
some good qualities which recommended him to the 
kindness of a woman, if not to the passionate admira- 
tion of a learned woman. Since she had considered 
him, at the very first, worthy of sympathy ; since she 
had honoured him with a friendly preference, or at 
least with a spontaneous comradeship, — would it have 
been so very hard for her to take him as her companion 
for life ? It is almost useless to add that, judged in 
this way, with the benefit of this reversed perspective, 
the Prince de Dhun appeared even better than he was. 
Luce saw in him only a man of honour, of sufficient in- 
telligence and moderate information, very capable of 
making the happiness of a woman who did not aspire 
to marry a god or a demi-god, but only cared not to 
make a misalliance. She said to herself that this fine 
fellow would soon die of the hopeless passion which he 
had contracted in her company, while she herself would 
consume away with shame, and would wear herself out 
in the gloom and loneliness of a home without joy, 
dignity, or honour, plajring the part of a resigned and 
loving wife. 

As a consequence of the distance of the memories 
from which stood out the recollection of his person, and 
thanks to the aureole of regrets which surrounded this 
idealized figure, she saw nothing in the prince, for the 
moment, but his amiable and captivating traits. What 
she recollected, above all, was the good grace of her 
suitor, the touching sincerity of his love, the constancy 
of his efforts, his often happy attempts to reveal himself 
as a talker and as a dilettante. What she forgot was 
the heat of his desires, with its ill-restrained and some- 
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what wounding origin ; it was the brutal side, beneath 
a studied politeness, of a man's nature, neither better 
nor worse than the greater number ; it was the probably 
superficial and transient character of the heroic reforms 
which had improved him. In short, she regretted him 
because she flattered him, unless she flattered him be- 
cause she regretted him. But it must be confessed 
that if Madame Faurel admitted that she was m the 
wrong and Madame de Rosembray in the right, perhaps 
even more than was reasonable, she had at present every 
sort of motive for thinking herself in the wrong. 

When Luce returned home, after an hour of uninter- 
rupted and painful meditation in the open air, the at- 
mosphere appeared to her heavy, more unpleasant than 
when she set out. She went up to her room and shut 
herself in. To the review of her memories and the 
search for causes succeeded the examination of her 
conscience. Madame Faurel was frightened by what 
was going on within her, by the ruins which already be- 
strewed her soul, and the promptitude of this devasta- 
tion. She strove in vain to explain this phenomenon, 
which was nevertheless normal, of a heart voluntarily 
benumbed by factitious or false sentiments, and which 
the first shock awakens, enlightens, and lacerates piti- 
lessly. Not being able to succeed in absolving herself, 
because one cannot absolve what one does not compre- 
hend, she resolved to ask mercy and counsel of the 
large mother-of-pearl crucifix which surmounted a prie- 
dieu by the head of her bed. The reply could not be 
doubtful : resignation and charity. But one feels the 
need of hearing this reply, even when one is least asr 
sured offcjiowing how to take advantage of it. ' 
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Luce, in order to kneel down, raised the silky mos- 
quito netting which made a sort of little room with 
transparent walls within the large room, darkened by 
gloomy hangings. At the same moment some one 
knocked at the door. 

" It is I. I will come in, my dear, without further 
ceremony." 

Gaetan, having already passed his head through the 
half-opened door, entered the room. His air was 
somewhat embarrassed and timid, in spite of the delib- 
erate tone which he had assumed to announce himself. 

" We had, a little while ago," he went on as he ad- 
vanced, ** a sort of misunderstanding which I did not 
quite comprehend, even. This cloud must not obscure 
our sky. Luce, come and let me kiss you." 

It would have been difficult, with the best inten- 
tions, to be more ill-timed. Pale, suffocating, Ma- 
dame Faurel made an effort to reply, but could not 
find anything to say. 

" But you are not well 1 " cried Gaetan ; " what is 
the matter? And it is my fault, on account of that 
stupid discussion, those few thoughtless words which 
escaped me in the irritation caused by a very acute 
annoyance, — that of not being understood by you ! 
Come, let us forgive one another, and, at any cost, 
avoid a repetition. I love you too dearly ever to en- 
dure seeing you grieved on my account, or to believe 
you angry with me." 

As he spoke, he had come quite close to Luce, 
and had taken her head in his hands, to caress and 
kiss her black hair, which he loved to take down. 
The young woman started back with an irrepressible 
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motion, and recoiled all the way to her prie-dieu, 
Faurel looked at her, greatly astonished, and already 
vaguely suspicious. 

"What! Is this how you receive me? What has 
happened ? What is going on in your mind and your 
heart ? You must be very angry with me ! You are 
not ill ; you are displeased, vexed ! " 

Luce understood how grave and irreparable might 
be the consequences of a scene of this kind, if car- 
ried out to the end, and considering the frame of 
mind in which her husband had found her. She 
wished to cut it short. 

" No, my dear," said she, with an effort, " I am not 
angry. I am nervous, ill, as you said, and as you saw 
at once. It is only a little irritation, vexation. It will 
pass away very quickly, if you leave me to myself, 
if you will leave me alone. Go, I beg you I It will 
be all gone this evening, I assure you.** 

" It is strange I ** observed Gaetan, who could not 
be satisfied with the reasons which were given him, 
and whose scrutinizing glance lit up with an expres- 
sion of anger. " I come to you, eager, affectionate, 
more than conciliating, and you fairly show me the 
door, so to speak. It is not encouraging for me, nor 
generous on your part." 

" It is true, it is true. I am wrong. I thank you 
for what you have done. I am very grateful to you at 
heart, believe me, but I am in no condition to show 
it to you ; I am suffering from the rude peevishness 
which sick people always show.** 

*' Come, come, my dear Luce,** then said Gaetan, 
whose Cace became reassured again ; " if it is so, if it is 
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only that, let us not part twice with a painful impres- 
sion, twice in the same day. Let us remain together 
this afternoon, I ask you, here — " 

** Oh, no, I beg you ! " 

"Well, let us go out" 

"Go out? I do not care to, I assure you." 

" It will do you good, and give me pleasure." 

" Ah, how you insist ! Go out ? Where ? " 

"Wherever you hke. It makes no difference. A 
drive — " 

" But I do not wish to go. You tire me with it all, 
you exasperate me ! " 

Gaetan turned pale, and his look grew more stem 
as he fixed it upon his wife's contracted face. 

" Ah, come, let us have no more of these pitiful 
evasions ! Will you tell me why it displeases you so 
greatly to-day to have me for a companion ? " 

"You absolutely insist upon it?" said Luce, whose 
eye began to wander, and whose patience was at an 
end, like her strength. " Very well ! No, no ! I 
would rather go out. Tell them to get the carriage 
ready. After all, why should we not go out, and often, 
every day? We live alone, concealed. Let us go 
about and show ourselves. There are amusements 
within our reach ; the Casino at Monte Carlo, for in- 
stance, where I have never set foot. Will you take 
me there ? " 

When she saw the effect which these words had 
produced upon her husband, she regretted immensely 
having spoken them ; but she was now not responsible 
for her words, being no longer conscious what she 
said, as was proven by the incoherence of her reply; 
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in which, after nearly explaining, then entirely refus- 
ing to do so, she allowed a word to escape which ren- 
dered inevitable an explanation which was almost 
impossible. 

Faurel, with colourless face and clenched hands, had 
risen, threatening, close to his wife, and was search- 
ing her soul with a sharp, furious glance. 

" Luce 1 " he cried, " you will tell me at once what 
has happened to-day when I was not present, — whom 
you have seen, or who has written to you. It is not 
possible that you have seen no one, that you have 
received no letter, that nothing has happened — " 
" I have seen no one ; nothing has happened." 
" It is impossible, I tell you. Will you speak ? " 
Luce was too uncertain of her footing to hope that 
simple evasions would help her out of the affair, even 
momentarily. Besides, would not her discouragement 
become evident sooner or later? And what would 
she gain by saving time ? Only, it was useless to par- 
ticularize the question by relating the episode of her 
meeting upon the mountain ; to restrict the storm by 
limiting the explanation to the personality of M. de 
Dhun would have been to risk making it more terrible 
and more vain. It would be better, on the contrary, 
to enlarge the debate to generalities, and to endeavour 
to come out of it with a definite and practical solution. 
Weary, therefore, and abandoning herself, Luce fell 
upon her knees upon the prie-dieu ; then, in a broken 
voice and the tone of a penitent who is crushed by 
remorse, she said, — 

" Well, then, listen to me. I was mistaken, I pre- 
sumed too far on my resignation and my devotion; 
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there are days when my heart fails me, and this is one 
of them. You asked me just now if I had received no 
letter. I did receive one last week, which I showed to 
you, — from a friend, from Madame Bourgois, who, in 
spite of my silence, or because of this very silence, 
which I have maintained toward her as toward every- 
body, persecutes me with her protestations of friend- 
ship, and wishes to see me at any cost. You know 
that, alleging former disappointed plans, according to 
which she was, upon her return from Italy, to visit me, 
she threatens to besiege my house. She is a friend of 
yours as well as of mine ; it is through her that we knew 
one another ; we must, therefore, receive her. Well, 
the first and distant cause of my coldness and irritation 
was the prospect of this visit, which frightens me more 
than I can say. I am afraid of every one. I am 
ashamed before every one, that is the truth 1 And I 
perceive that my role is more trying than I had sup- 
posed. Pardon me, but there are moments when I 
grow weak, when I succumb. I ask God, as I ask 
you, to pardon me — and to help me ! " 

" So this is your generosity? This is all that I could 
expect of your womanly heart, of your wifely devotion ! " 

He now spoke sadly, disarmed, without anger. But 
3rielding to a sudden return of rage, he soon resumed : — 

" So it was not as the result of a passing eclipse of 
your sympathy that you held aloof from me, and that 
your soul escaped from me ! And your mental distress 
is not accidental ; the cause of it is permanent ! The 
evil is greater, then, than I thought. Still, tell me, you 
pronounced the name of a place. It was intentionally, 
was it not, that you spoke of Monte Carlo? You de- 



\ 



Digitized 



by Google 



MADAME lyORGEVAUT'S HUSBAND. 233 

pended not only upon the repugnance with which that 
place must inspire me, but upon the fear which you sup- 
pose that I feel, knowing that there is at least one man 
there who suspects me, and who may recognize me? 
You knew it? How?" 

" I knew nothing, and have nothing to know, beyond 
what you told me yourself. But if what you say is true, 
why did you consent to live here, so near? " 

"Having resolved never to go in that direction, 
where nothing calls me, and which I avoid, I had no 
reason to be anxious about a proximity which is more 
apparent than real We are not in a desert here. But 
answer me : Who told you? " 

" No one has told me anything. It is still you who 
are informing me of things which I ought to know. 
But as you see, one revelation follows another, making 
my cross heavier, more humiliating to bear. I implore 
you, let me collect myself, recover my self-possession." 

Faurel appeared to hesitate, and passed his hand 
over his eyes. Then he went on calmly : — 

"Very well, as you like. What do you ask? In- 
deed, since you do not love me, we might as well end 
it all. You wish a separation, a divorce? It is a 
fashionable remedy ; it ought to cure everything. We 
will find pretexts ; when one has no valid arguments to 
advance, one invents." 

" You know very well that my religion forbids my 
thinking of a divorce. As for a separation, there is no 
need of a tribunal to pronounce it. What I ask you is 
to permit me, at least for the present, to live a little 
apart, under the same roof with you, if you wish. I 
even desire it to be so ; I am your wife. But give me 
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time to collect m)rself. It is, perhaps, only a horribly 
painful weakness, of which I shall repent — of which I 
aheady repent I should be in despair to have to hate 
you ! And I feel that I should come to that, if I had 
to pretend and to lie, to lie in acts or in words. It is 
a respite which I implore ! " 

It was true. She desired above all, for the moment, 
to be spared the endearments of her husband, all the 
falsehoods which conjugal life can impose without en- 
nobUng them or making them legitimate. Gaetan with- 
drew without pronouncing any decision, so dejected 
and uncertain was he. 

During the period which followed, M. and Madame 
Faurel lived apart from one another, as though penned ' 
up in their respective apartments. Luce had her health 
for an excuse in the eyes of the servants, and Gaetan 
his work. It was evident to both that such a condition 
of affairs could not last ; but neither was willing to 
hasten its termination. Gaetan still loved his wife, 
however great the inward effort which he made to be- 
come indifferent to her, and he still hoped that she 
would return to him. It showed a lack of pride, no 
doubt; but, after all, what right had he to be proud? 
And then he had been only half deceived by the reasons 
given him ; he had felt the passing of a foreign influ- 
ence through the neighbourhood ; his jealous curiosity 
was therefore sufficient to keep him in the conjugal 
domicile. A single consideration might have kept him 
from the sort of compromise which he had made, — the 
fear that his wife might think him cowardly from per- 
sonal interest. He consequently strove to live as simply 
as possible, almost frugally, leaving his books and his 
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work as rarely as might be ; he earned more than enough 
to defray the cost of such fare. As for Luce, she 
hoped nothmg, but she saw the possibility of having, 
hereafter, an almost worthy existence, side by side, in a 
sense, with that of her husband, and there was nothing 
else which she could wish. Where and by what right 
should she have gone to seek refuge, away from the 
man whose name she bore ? 

At this juncture occurred the visit of Madame Bour- 
gois du Mesnil. But, happily for everybody, it lasted 
but half a day. In the morning Luce had, for the first 
time since the adoption of their new manner of life, 
conversed a little with her husband. The latter had, 
in fact, confined himself, on the preceding days, to 
entering her apartment at the hour of meals, which she 
took upon her sofa, asking her how she was, and urging 
the attendants to avoid every sort of noise and useless 
conversation, treating her as she wished to be treated, 
— like an invalid. 

In order to receive Madame Bourgois, however, it 
was necessary to change these recent habits and to 
agree upon a uniform manner of behaviour. They 
succeeded easily ; and the stout lady, the amiable nurse 
of Parnassus, saw only what they showed her, or, if 
she thought that she saw anything more, it was not what 
they were concealing from her. 

" It is certain," said she, " my charming friend, that 
your complexion is not clear, nor your eyes bright 
But," she added, with a hearty laugh, ** all that is quite 
correct." 

So far there had been no great harm done. 

" Ah ! " she went on, when she had given vent to 
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her matronly gayety, " speaking of looking badly, I met 
some one — from the other world. Just fancy, my 
dear, that the very day of my arrival in Nice, I saw the 
Prince de Dhun in a landau, bowing to me. Upon 
my honour, I did not know him; I had to take my 
glass and look three or four times. He was wrapped 
up in shawls and rugs, like a paralytic. And he had 
such a look, with his hollow eyes ! He is lost, you 
know, the poor fellow ! It broke my heart ; he is a 
clever and well-informed gentleman, and his death will 
still more impoverish the nobility of France, which is 
not rich ! " 

At the name of the Prince de Dhun, there had been 
a singular play of expression on the faces of Luce and 
her husband, — a play of expression which* might have 
been termed action, if there had been any spectators, 
so expressive and accentuated was it. The young 
woman had become very red, and had pretended to 
cough, avoiding FaurePs glance, which she felt resting 
upon her. Gaetan, for his part, had betrayed, by the 
sudden alteration of his features and the fixity and 
persistence of his look, something of his sudden pre- 
occupation; but more accustomed to control himself 
than Luce, he had almost immediately resumed an 
appearance of indifference. 

"What!" said he, "M. de Dhun is here? I did 
not know that he was so low, nor so near us. Then 
he has come to die at Nice ? Bah ! Perhaps he is 
not so ill as he appears." 

"Yes, yes. But he was only passing through Nice 
to amuse himself. I saw him again at Monte Carlo 
only yesterday. He was walking abotit in the gardens, 
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upon the arm of a person who appeared to be a confi- 
dential servant He addressed me very civilly, and we 
chatted for a moment. He has lived successively, it 
appears, in Monte Carlo, Les Moulins, and Garavan, 
which mark the stages of his illness. I fear that he is 
at the last ; beyond this bay of Garavan, so well shel- 
tered and so warm, where people come to die from all 
quarters of the globe, I see nothing for him, alas ! but 
the tomb." 

The funereal character of this conversation justified 
the mortal coldness which spread over the rest of the 
visit Madame Bourgois went away, promising to re- 
turn before long, and having observed nothing and 
seen nothing but friendly faces. There are some per- 
sons, even though gifted with a certain intellectual ac- 
tivity, before whom people and things pass in this way, 
without their preserving an impression or a reflection 
of them ; everything is for them like those phantasma- 
gorical pictures which pass and repass before a lumi- 
nous background, where they follow each other and 
disappear in succession. 
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XV. 

A COUPLE of mornings afterward Faurel, who no 
longer ever used his wife's horses, walked to the station 
with a valise in his hand, took a ticket for Vintimille, 
and got into the first train. His expression was grave, 
but above all decided. Sure, after reflection, that his 
wife had met the Prince de Dhun in the neighbourhood, 
he had resolved to address himself directly to his former 
rival, to obtain from him explanations, and a reparation at 
the same time if there was cause for it, and if the con- 
dition of the young man's health enabled him to claim 
it. In view of possible events, he had arranged every- 
thing in such a manner as to enable him to be absent 
from home for at least forty-eight hours ; and he was 
going to Vintimille because he designed to prepare a 
meeting on the other side of the frontier. 

As soon as he arrived he entered into communication 
with certain officers of the Italian army who were in 
garrison in the town. As he spoke these gentlemen's 
language with great ease, he had no difficulty in causing 
them to imderstand what he wanted of them, nor in mak- 
ing sure, after announcing his name, of the assistance of 
four seconds quite disposed to be satisfied with any pre- 
texts, and to make the preliminaries as short as possible. 
Having accomplished this task, he drove to Mentone, 
inquired the address of the Prince de Dhun, and was 
thus able before the end of the day to reach a very 
rustic and retired but very well situated villa among 
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the pines on the heights of Caravan. This villa, 
called the Villa Aurora because of the exposure of its 
principal fagade, has sheltered in succession all the 
persons of mark who have come to Garavan to pass 
there from life to death in the pleasantest possible 
conditions. The prince was not superstitious. 

When Faurel found himself face to face with him, he 
understood at the first glance at this poor faded face 
and this round-shouldered skeleton that his impatience 
and resentment had gone astray. One does not fight 
with corpses, and therefore cannot ask them for deli- 
cate explanations. Still, he had to speak, make the 
best of the situation, and gain some profit from it, if 
that were possible. 

The prince, on seeing Luce's husband, whose card 
had been handed to him, and whom he had ordered 
the servant to show in at once, had looked at his visitor 
with a glance fiill of fire, in which life and youth had 
seemed to revive for a moment, fenned by hatred. 
But the flash died out, his eye became dull, and his 
whole expression lifeless so soon as the first courteous 
commonplaces had been spoken. 

Faurel, after apologizing for troubling a retirement 
the choice of which was evidently dictated by his host's 
concern for his health, went at once to the heart of 
the question. 

" We know each other a little, sir," said he, " and we 
do not like each other at all; we owe one another 
therefore nothing more than strict politeness. Yet I 
have come to ask a confession, and I may add a — ser- 
vice. It is clear that you can refuse me. both confession 
and service ; but I ask you as a favour to consider that. 
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voluntarily forgetful of the little campaign which you 
once carried on secretly against my dearest project, I 
have perhaps some merit in treating you as one treats 
an enemy whom one esteems, and upon whose honour 
one knows that he can count." 

" To tell you the truth, sir," replied the prince, with 
somewhat haughty politeness, '' I have thus far had but 
a very moderate desire to oblige you. It may be, how- 
ever, that the nature of the service which you have come 
to ask of me, or what you are about to say to me, to 
justify your pretension, may alter my inclination," 

"I wish to know whether you have recently met 
Madame Faurel d'Ambferieu, and whether you have 
spoken to her." 

" You astonish me," said M. de Dhun, with a gesture 
.and a look which did indeed reveal his surprise. 
** Would not Madame Faurel d' Amb^rieu have replied 
to you more properly than I, if you had questioned 
her?" 

" I did not wish to question her. I knew from cer- 
tain signs that she had been annoyed, vexed by an un- 
expected meeting ; I learned of your residence in the 
neighbourhood. Sir, I will be frank with you. Chance, 
and in a measure your taste for — how shall I put 
it? — extra-judicial investigations have made you mas- 
ter of a secret which would not have been too dearly 
bought by your life or mine." 

M. de Dhun's look blazed up again, while he rose in 
his chair. 

" It depended only upon you," said he, sitting down 
again. '^ But pardon me I I forgot that you had the 
floor." 
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**It depended only upon me," replied Faurcl; 
" but another person, my wife, was interested in the 
quarrel." 

" That is true." 

" But for that, you may be sure — for I do not wish 
to doubt that you would have granted me — " 

" Most willingly. Such — how shall I put it in my 
turn ? — such irregularities as you have to conceal do 
not, so long as they are kept in the dark, prevent 
rivalries and hatreds from being satisfied in the face of 
the sun. But considering the turn which you have your- 
self given to this conversation, I am astonished — " 

" Good heavens ! sir, I am not, perhaps, sa)dng all 
that I intended to say, or doing all that I intended 
to do. But allow me to proceed. The painful con- 
ditions in which, thanks to you, my marriage was 
accomplished, have made my situation difficult, but 
not, until now, imtenable. Now, it is in the highest 
degree important that nothing nor any one should 
ever come to disturb the peace of Madame Faurel. 
You met her and spoke to her. Intentionally or not, 
you recalled to her an unpleasant recollection. She 
even owes to you, I have every reason to believe, the 
revelation of a disquieting detail, or at least you for- 
mulated, for her greater unhappiness, a misty part of 
my adventure. Am I mistaken?" 

" Well, sir, what do you expect of me ? " asked the 
prince, with an impatience which was accentuated by 
nervous gestures. " For the peace of Madame Faurel, 
I am ready to make many concessions. It is one, I 
think, to receive and listen to you. And I have yet to 
.perceive the utility of it." 
16 
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"I needed to know, precisely, whence and from 
whom came this reminder of the past.'' 

" So that you have come to obtain here the informa- 
tion which Madame Faurel might have given you ? " 

"I repeat to you that I have not questioned her, 
that I could not." 

" Very good ! Well, yes, I did meet her, and I 
spoke to her, or rather she spoke to me, for I only 
made an unimportant remark to her. It was she who 
led me upon the dangerous ground upon which you 
yourself are now leading me." 

" And what did she ask you ? ** 

" To keep away from her as much as possible, and 
never to disturb the peace of her retreat." 

" And you promised ? " 

" Naturally, upon my honour." 

" Then, sir," said Faurel, " I have nothing more to 
ask of you. — Yes, I should like to know who this 
man is to whose — sagacity you owe — " 

He stopped, blushing. M. de Dhun almost pitied 
him. 

"This man can never disturb you, nor Madame 
Faurel, whom, besides, I had the happiness of being 
able to assure of this. I placed him, in accordance 
with my own wishes, with my brother, at Thurigny, 
in the Pas-de-Calais, where he is now gamekeeper 
and steward. And as this man, — I know it from him 
personally, — from lack of interest in doing otherwise, 
commimicated his impressions and recollections to no 
one but me — " 

" Thank you, sir. I will leave you. I had come to 
you animated by hostile intentions, which the sight of 
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the state of your health makes it my duty to abandon, 
and which your condescension has completely banished, 
obliging me even to forget them." 

"I beg your pardon, M. Faurel," said the prince, 
drawing himself up. '*My health is not in ques- 
tion here. I am ill only for my friends. Let it be 
distinctly understood that if I have shown in this in- 
terview all the courtesy and patience of which I am 
capable, it has been with the thought of serving an 
infinitely respectable cause, — that of the honour and 
peace of a woman. And having stated this much, I 
will add that I do not understand the intention with 
which you have just said a word to me, somewhat late. 
Which means, moreover, that I should not have un- 
derstood your warlike intentions but for the origin of 
all this. But, after all, I am not responsible for the 
happiness of your wife, and if — " 

Faurel stopped the prince with a melancholy gesture ; 
and this phrase escaped from his mouth, which was 
wreathed in a bitter smile, — 

" Alas ! sir, it is no longer a question of happiness 
for Madame Faurel, any more than for me." 

" What do you mean ? " 

" I mean that this unfortunate conversation between 
you and my wife has opened between her and me a 
chasm which I despair of being able to close. I 
wished when I came here, to acquire the certainty 
that you were responsible for an inexplicable change, 
and to try to suppress you, as much from vengeance 
as from calculation." 

M. de Dhun smiled triumphantly. A singular trans- 
figuration took place in his person. Instead of a 



Digitized 



by Google 



244 I^ADAME CtORGEVAUrs HUSBAND. 

weak, languishing, broken being, Faurel had before 
him a proud^ haughty, mocking, and impertinent young 
man. 

''So it is true that you came to kill me? It is true 
that your wife despises you?" 

"But, sir!" 

" Wait ! Be good enough to leave this house, and 
to wait for me near by, upon the road." 

The Prince de Dhun himself opened the door of 
the drawing-room in Which he had received Faurel, 
and dismissing him imperiously with a haughty bow, 
said, — 

" I will follow you in a moment." 

A few seconds later he joined Gaetan, who, utterly 
taken aback, had not been able to help obeying. The 
prince had his hat upon his head, and held his gloves 
in his hand. 

" Now, sir," he said slowly, " now that you are no 
longer in my house, now that I no longer have any 
scruples about destroying the happiness and peace of 
the woman whom I have loved, — and whom I still love, 
do you understand? — whose love and life you have 
stolen, I can tell you that I consider you a vile intri* 
guer, a dirty rascal, an arrant rogue. I can at last 
slap your face — and I slap it ! " 

With a rapid movement of that one of his hands 
which held his gloves, the prince tried to strike Faurel 
in the face. But if the gesture was prompt, it had been 
too clearly foreseen to be completed without a struggle. 
Faurel, being prepared, had time to seize the hand 
which was raised against him; he squeezed it hard, 
then knocked it down with a sharp blow. 
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"Come ! " said he, panting but contemptuous, "this 
is an attack of delirium ! Go to bed, sir, and take care 
of yourself ! One cannot fight with a mad or a sick 
man; for you are sick, very sick. See, you cannot 
Stand upon your legs ! " 

The prince, who had in fact staggered, returned to 
the charge furious, with his hand raised. This time 
Faurel seized him by both wrists. 

" I tell you that you are mad, that you are ill ! " he 
shouted in the prince's face. " But for that, I should 
long ago have slapped your face myself, my prince ! 
For I hate you, detective ! I hate you for all the insults 
and misfortunes which I owe you I Go away, go away ! 
I could crush you ! I feel that I cannot control my- 
self. Go away, I say — and die ! " 

He was beside himself, mad, exasperated in his turn, 
but with something trivial and vulgar in his fury. This 
coarseness, which showed itself suddenly like an un- 
bridled instinct, excited and spurred on by a brutal 
call of nature, instantly calmed M. de Dhun. 

" It is enough," said he ; " it is too much ! Let me 
go. If you still retain a spark of manhood, you will 
feel upon your cheek the sting of my blow, as much as 
if you had received it, and upon your heart the weight 
of my insults, until your blood or mine shall have re- 
lieved you of them." 

** Well, let it be so, since you force me to it I can- 
not draw back. You will hear from me before this 
evening. Everything is ready, it was all arranged in 
advance — " 

He had loosed his hold upon his adversary, and was 
rearranging his dress. 
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The next morning, at the second turn of the road 
from Mentone to Vintimille, not far from the Italian 
custom-house, the two men met, accompanied by their 
seconds in civilians' dress. The prince would not hear 
of a reconciliation or a postponement There was really 
a morbid and feverish character in his furious hatred, 
to which Gaetan's confession had given free rein. It 
was a homicidal fury which had taken possession of his 
heart, and in which a whole past of rancour hoped to 
be avenged, — a fiiry all the more terrible because from 
reflection, and because of the delicacy of a man of good 
birth, he had concealed it beneath a cloak of ice. Under 
his coldness, recovered and maintained with difficulty, 
could be felt the inexorable determination to inflict 
death or to receive it ; so also could be perceived or 
divined a profound joy, the delight of deliverance. It 
was because he felt himself free from every duty. Luce 
was unhappy. Luce no longer wished to hear her hus- 
band mentioned ; he could avenge himself freely, and 
he had the assurance of avenging her at the same time, 
— better than that, of setting her free. His adversary, 
on the contrary, restored to a sound appreciation of 
his position by the dying out of his anger, regretted 
privately, deplored from the bottom of his heart, this 
duel, which he had at first desired, but which the sight 
of the prince's weakness had caused him to renounce. 
It was horrible to fight with a man who had one foot 
in the grave. But what could he do? Equalize the 
chances by the choice of arms and the style of duel. 
He did so. Master his feelings and spare this rem- 
nant of life which was about to offer itself to his blows. 
He hoped to do this. It seemed to him that his hand 
would wither before it would inflict death. 
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The duel was to be with pistols, with the severest, 
the most terrible conditions; five-and-twenty paces' 
distance, with the right to advance until the principals 
were fifteen paces apart ; to fire at will, and as many 
shots as might be necessary to produce a serious re- 
sult. The Italian officers, who had been warned the 
day before by Gaetan, on the occasion of his first in- 
terview with them, that the affair would be grave, had 
raised no objections ; duels of this kind were the fashion 
that year in their country. People killed one another 
in Italy without fear and without reproach ; sometimes 
in a room or in a riding-school, on account of every- 
thing and nothing. 

The place where they first stopped had not been con- 
sidered suitable for their purpose, so they re-entered 
their carriages to search for another. 

It was a brilliant morning. The sun had but just 
risen. Yet a gentle warmth was already felt. Faurel 
very clearly heard the voice of his conscience calling to 
him : " You will not kill him ; you cannot kill him ; look 
at him ! " But he also heard, and distinctly, a timid 
voice — less than a voice, a breath — which murmured 
within him : " Yes, you will kill him, you will kill him, 
for you will have to kill him in order to live, and you 
wish to live, my fine friend ; you are young, robust, in- 
telligent, your heart is full of sap and your brain of 
ideas, while he — really, he is a dead man who has 
kept his eyes open ; you will only draw the winding- 
sheet over his face." And Gaetan shivered in the 
landau, as though cold or fear had chilled him. In- 
deed, his seconds were deceived by it, and thought him 
cowardly for a moment. Yet he was not, for it was the 
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fear of killing by instinct, the fear of being afraid^ which 
caused him to shiver. He was fairly expert with the 
pistol, but not with the sword ; and if he had chosen 
the former, it was because the latter, no matter how 
little skill with it he might have had, would nevertheless 
have given him too great an advantage, with his strength 
and his muscles of steel. 

When once a suitable place was found, — it was a wild 
gorge, a fold of the mountain, walled in by tall, steep 
rocks, upright and gloomy as tombstones, — the prepa- 
rations were quickly made. 

M. de Dhun, galvanized, walked about with a nervous 
step, showing no regard for appearances, faurel hung 
his head, cruelly perplexed. 

When he grasped the weapon which fell to his lot he 
still heard the two voices, — the loud one crying " You 
will not kill him ; " the low one, which replied with a 
mocking hiss, " You will kill him, my friend, you will 
kill him." Consequently, when he took his position, 
he was equally sure of killing and of not wishing to kill. 
He felt, quite honestly, when with beating pulse he 
raised his pistol without having moved a step, — he felt 
the impression of a will, a mysterious force, directing 
his hand and causing him to act against his wishes. 
Destiny, perhaps. — That will, that force, was simply the 
instinct of self-preservation. 
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XVI. 

In the carriage which brought him back to Eza he 
was sad, profoundly sad, beneath the joyful thrills of his 
body, which was enjoying life like a new blessing. The 
warmth of the sun, the expansion of good health in the 
soft radiance of morning, the unconscious delight of 
the eyes, charmed by the brilliant or subdued tones of 
the landscape, — he felt all these confused and intoxi- 
cating sensations of a waking in the midst of Nature 
caress him vaguely outwardly, without this caress being 
permitted to penetrate to his heart. He had left a corpse 
behind him, and he was going to find another, — the 
corpse of a soul, of an adored soul, that of his wife, the 
soul of his wife, killed by him \ The light might ^^y 
upon the misty mountain tops, upon the ruddy roofs of 
the villas, bathed in sunshine, upon the pure waves of 
the pretty port of Mentone„ which is so picturesquely 
framed by its semicircle of old Italian houses with green 
blinds from which hang many-coloured streamers. He 
wished not to see anything. 

For the whole hour and a half during which the drive 
lasted], Faurel was conscious of seeing but one thing ; it 
wa& an odd building, with a low, round roof, flanked by 
two S^nted minarets. Any one who had seen the look 
which Faurel gave it would have thought that he saw a 
mined gambler. Yet he was a lucky gambler. But 
what accursed idea had taken him back there one even- 
ing, simply from lack of occupation, when he expected 
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nothing from the gaming-table, had nothing to ask of it? 
How was it that the recollection of his fault had not 
confronted him at the threshold, to forbid his entrance ? 
Never had he better comprehended the eloquence of 
things, and the part which they play as the auxiliaries 
of human memories and consciences. 

But it was only a vision. The streets of Monaco 
were already flying past on his left, rising on the other 
side of the roadstead, between their double hedges of 
stiif cactus and their rows of gas-lamps, up to the plateau 
where nesdes the town, with its buildings crowded to- 
gether, the new beside the old, with its Moorish palace 
and its hanging gardens. Soon came the last \dllas and 
the last palm-trees of the principality, then the lonely 
road, and suddenly, Eza, with its pines, its mountain, 
its perpendicular, inaccessible cliff, its gray rocks, so 
close to the sky — and there, below, quite near him, 
the white house. 

When he arrived, Faurel asked whether his wife were 
at home. He hesitated for ten seconds ; then he reso- 
lutely went straight to Lucy's room. He was about to 
go away, and he did not wish to depart without having 
cut the Gordian knot. 

Luce was at her toilet. Wrapped in muslin, she ap- 
peared more fresh and more rested than on the preced- 
ing days. Her blue eyes had recovered their sweet 
and caressing expression, beneath the faint mist of a 
resigned melancholy. 

" I am about to leave this house, Luce, for some 
time, — forever if you interpose no obstacle." 

**You are going? You are wrong, perhaps; I 
should have become quiet again after an accidental 
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shock. For now that I am calm, now that your re- 
serve and patience, for which I am profoundly grateful 
to you, have permitted me to recover entire control 
of myself, I wish to tell you what has happened — " 

" Do not speak ! I know, because I have guessed 
it, what you believe that you have to tell me. Alas ! 
it is I who have to reveal to you something terrible, 
frightful — " 

Luce involuntarily uttered this exclamation of terror : 
"What, more!" 

Gaetan, oppressed in advance by the appalling story 
which he had to tell felt that his breath would fail him 
if he did not hasten his confession. 

" Provoked, insulted, struck by the Prince de Dhun, 
I have been obliged, in spite of prodigies of patience 
and indescribable efforts, to accept a duel with him, — 
and I killed him this morning, a little while ago." 

Luce, with haggard eyes, recoiled with horror, clasp- 
ing her hands. 

"You have killed, assassinated — in a duel — this 
young man who was at the point of death? " 

" Listen to me 1 I have not much strength. Luce, I 
have told you M. de Dhun insisted upon it, in spite of 
my refusal and my protestations, in spite of a struggle, 
a real struggle — " 

" Ah, it is too much I You expect to make me be- 
lieve — He was a witness, a silent accuser ; you have 
suppressed him. Ah, what a wretch you are ! " 

" You will not hear me ? You are abominably un- 
just toward me, — toward me, who have shown only 
tenderness — " 

" Be silent ! You disgust me I " 
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" You refuse to listen to me ? But since I swear to 
you, Luce, upon your own head ! Ah ! you have never 
had any true tenderness ; in you the mind spoils the 
heart You had pardoned me and promised to forget 
It was all a lie ! You are a woman, and you are not 
even capable of indulgence ! " 

" Well, I will tell you why I have not been able to 
pardon, to forget. You think that it is chiefly because 
you deceived me in concealing your past. You recol- 
lect, no doubt, fine scenes in dramas or comedies, 
where one sees the guilty one purified by confession 
and raised up by love. Ah I no, that is not true. In 
life, nothing is raised up, nothing is purified. It be- 
longs only to God to efface, to cause to disappear, the 
traces of a fault, because it is in His power alone to 
forget or recollect it at will. And do you know why 
no one will ever see, in reality, a happy or even a 
peaceful married life where there is not a stainless past 
on either side, unless there be on both sides equality 
in vileness? The guilty person who is really worthy of 
being rehabilitated comprehends that there is no re- 
habilitation possible, save in a solitude courageously 
and voluntarily borne ; he understands that there will 
always be in his conscience and in the memory of 
others, in that of the being whom he loves, something 
which would protest against this lustral pardon. Saint 
Mary Magdalene never married. What I tell you is 
the truth ! The rest are paradoxes of writers, illusions 
of fools! As for the murder with which you have 
burdened or overburdened your conscience, I do not 
need to know in what circumstances you committed it. 
I say once more, the prince was a witness. Well, but 
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there are others ! When will you kill them? A^d even 
when you have killed them, tmhappy man, just see, 
remember ! There was a proof, a letter ; it was de- 
stroyed, but of what use was that? Those who knew 
your secret, who might have spoken, did not speak; 
circumstances and your will prevented them. Then 
what would be the use of their disappearance ? It is 
you who have been compelled to speak, and what 
accuses you is your unworthiness ; it is against that 
that you are struggling. And I will repeat to you, if 
it can spare you one regret, I could not have been 
happy, even though you had confessed everything to 
me before we were married. Certainly I should have 
forgiven you before ; I was able to do it afterward ! 
I should have forgiven you more willingly, I grant that. 
But who would have taken away my memory? Who 
would have reconstructed the pedestal which I had 
raised for you, and which you would yourself, of 
your own accord, have thrown down? Bah! para- 
doxes, illusions ! Now let us separate. I can bear no 
more. The cup has overflowed ; this duel, this mur- 
der, this new crime with which I find myself associated 
this time with a share of real responsibility, terrifies 
me, drives me to despair. Ah ! unhappy — *' 

** Ah ! what an accent ! Perhaps you loved him, 
after all." 

" No I but I regret with my whole soul that I did 
not love him." 

Luce, broken but inexorable, pointed to the door, 
and Gaetan went out. 
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A few days later, Madame Faurel arrived at Verdure, 
the country-house of Madame de Rosembray, who was 
prolonging her stay there. 

" Lauriane, my darling,** said she, falling into the 
marquise's arms, " ask me nothing 1 I am unhappy, 
unhappy because I did not listen to you. You would 
have saved me ; now try to stupefy me. I suffer too 
much, and I am alone I " 

M. Faurel d*Amb^rieu is now a deservedly cele- 
brated publicist, whose talent, admired, even flattered, 
is certainly worth a farm in Beauce ; he is, moreover, 
a young savant on whom the Institute has an eye, and 
who waits patiently for his promotion, which he has a 
right to do. What he had not a right to do was to 
wish — after staining his honour, even secretly — to 
marry an irreproachable woman. Having remained in- 
dustrious, and having become honest once more, gifted 
moreover with remarkable ability, he receives a well 
deserved salary, and he did not need to get married 
in order to obtain this. As for domestic happiness 
and the \oy^ of the heart, at jvhich he uselessly aimed, 
one may say that they would have been the fruit of 
an extortion, of a robbery, if the logic of facts had not 
undertaken to punish him for having dared to as- 
pire to them. People are not regenerated in marriage 
save in couples when they have been able to match 
their own fault with another similar or equivalent fault ; 
in this matter the equality of contributions is a ne- 
cessity, a law of social order, which instinct reveals, or 
should be sufficient to reveal, and which experience 
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confirms while it sanctions it. So much the worse for 
those who are mistaken about it ! And there is 
scarcely a surer means of being mistaken than to go 
out of one's way to look for people about whom we 
know nothing, and then to marry them. As for the 
rest — paradoxes of writers and illusions of fools ! 
That poor Luce de La Blanchaye, who is no longer 
Countess d'Orgevaut, but who is still Madame Faurel 
d'Ambdrieu^ saw this and declared it — though some- 
what late. 



THE END* 
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THE MERCHANT VESSEL. l6mo, doth, $i.oo> 

WHALING AND FISHING. z6mo, doth, $1.00. 

SAILOR LIFE ON MAN-OF-WAR AND MER- 
CHANT VESSEL. This volume consists of 
"Man-of-War Life" and "Merchant VesseL- 
Several hundred illustrations. 4to, doth, $2.50. 

" There Is not a borln America, whether he has the marine ferer 
«r not, who will net enjoy it, for the kind of literature which it rep- 
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Exprtt*, 

By ELIZABETH STUART PHELPS. 

GYPSY BREYNTON. 
GYPSY'S COUSIN JOY. 
GYPSY'S SOWING AND REAPING. 
GYPSY'S YEAR AT THE GOLDEN CRES- 
, CENT. 

Comprising the Gypsy Stories. 4 vols., i6mo, doth,' 
each, $1.00. 

"One of the most charming and at the same time healthful ssries 
«f books for girls. 

By CHAS. FREDEBICK HOLDER, 

A FROZEN DRAGON, AND OTHER TALES.' 
A Story Book of Natural History for Boys and 
Girls. Illustrated by J. C. Beard, D. C. Beard, 
J. M. Nugent, and others, from sketches by the 
author. By C. F. Holder, author of " The Ivory 
King," " Marvels of Animal Life,'* " Elements ol 
Zoology," "A Strange Company/* "Living 
Lights,^' etc 4to, cloth, $2.00. 

*' This book deals with the facts of natural history in the famillat 
tone which brings them easily in the grasp of children and interests 
while it instructs. The facts of natural history here embodied ar« 
well interwoven and interspersed with entertaining stories of an imals, 
mnd the whole is exceedingly well illustrated by many fuU*pag9 
pictaref and numerout uiMdlor cats."— Oitriifv J>iuk 
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POETICAL WORKS OF MRS. BROWNING. 
5 vols., x6mo, handsomely printed on fine paper, 
and bound in doth, with gut side and bade, g^t 
tops, $6.25. 

** Lovers of Mrs. Browning have long wished for a compteto 
snd satisfactorj American edition of her worlcs. There has indeed 
been a positive need of such an edition. That need is now filled by 
the five beautiful volumes published by Dodd, Mead & Company. 
It is not often even in this age of good book-malcing that a hand« 
•omer set of volumes comes under the eye of the reviewer than 
these." — CJkristUm Advertiser. 

BOBEBT BBOWNING. 

SELECTIONS FROM THE POETRY OF 
ROBERT BROWNING. With an introduce 
tonr essay by Richard Grant White. With an 
etcned portrait by Ritdiie. x6mO| doth, full 
gilt, $1.25. 

"The work of collecting and arranging the verses was done by 
half a dozen lovers and students of Mr. Browning's poetry* and Mr. 
White's task has been to criticise the result of their joint labors, 
which were modified according to his suggestions. This he explains 
in the introduction, and of the collection itself he says : ' It presents* 
I am sure and presuming enough to sav. Browning at his best, and 
BMTiy all the best of Browning/"— j^i^^^i/? Commercial AdverHsiTm 

AUSTIN DOBSON. 

POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS, by Aus- 
tin Dobson. 2 vols., Z2m0| beautifully bound in 
doth gilt, $4.00. 

These volumes are issued by arrangement with Mr. Dob* 
fon and contain the two volumes originally published under the 
titles of " Vignettes in Rhyme " and ** At the Sign of the Lyre." A 
considerable number of poems have been added which now appear 
for the first time. 

Edmund Clarence Stedman says : ** In reviewing these poems C 
have felt like one who has the freedom of a virtuoso's collection— 
who handles unique and precious things, fearing that his clumsiness 
may leave a blemish or in some way cost him dear. Artist and poet 
at once, Mr. Dobson reminds me of Francia, who loved to sign his 
paintings ' Aurifex,' and on his trinkets inscribed the word ' Pictor»* 
and I have an impression that rarely of late has an English singac 
oriered us more charming portraits, purer touches of nature, inaw^ 
pictucesque glimpses of a manor which he hotdf in foe." 
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BARRIERS BURNED AWAY. 

WHAT CAN SHE DO ? 

OPENING A CHESTNUT BURR. 

NEAR TO NATURE'S HEART. 

FROM JEST TO EARNEST. 

A KNIGHT OF THE XIX. CENTURY. 

A FACE ILLUMINED. 

A DAY OF FATE. 

WITHOUT A HOME. 

HIS SOMBRE RIVALS. 

A YOUNG GIRL'S WOOING. 

AN ORIGINAL BELLE. 

DRIVEN BACK TO EDEN. 

NATURE'S SERIAL STORY. 

HE FELL IN LOVE WITH HIS WIFE. 

THE EARTH TREMBLED. 

MISS LOU. 

TAKEN ALIVE» AND OTHER STORXBS. 

With Portrait. 
SUCCESS WITH SMALL FRUITS. 
THE HOME ACRE. 

tLLUSTRATBD BDtTIOlfS. 

NATURE'S SERIAL STORY. New edMoa 
from the origfinal plates, with all the illustra- 
tions by Gibson, Oiehlman, and others. 4te^ 
$2.50. 

SUCCESS WITH SMALL FRUITS. Squar* 
8vo, beautifully illustrated, $2.50. 

"The chief elements of Mr. Roes popuUritx as a noTellst ana 
vcnr exact undenundiog of the habits of thought of the great 
■ujorlty, S}rmpath)r with the ordinary passions and sentlnents, 
respect for whatever is jast and decorous, and, lastly, the art of tell> 
tag a simple stoijr in a sifflpto and affectire naaaa&"—iA%« YtH^ 
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Wrmoirr k Homk.«— *'The vUinuue detigo oC <he ttofy It tt 
inctt th* origin and growth, and exhibit th« pernicious results of the 
aoqihia habit. Mr. Roe has graphically, and at timet powerfnUf 
and dramatically, portrayed Its influence to wither and destroy maiU 
hood and to wreck the happiness of the family. The harrowing 
incidents which are the consequence of the eril ate not so ostenta' 
tieusly exhibited an to be reTolttng, but are Ingeniously distributed 
•¥er a story that has a substantisi and independent Interest of lli 
•wn."— ^eiy€/# Magaunim 

Nbax to Natu&k's Hsakt.— *H!s heroine Is a pure child ot 
nature, with a limited experience of life, and none of society | bnt 
her artless character combines a pleasore of noble principle* 
womanly dcTotion, and high-souled conduct, which is rarely found 
among the fruits of the choicest cultttre.''-*iV#v Ymrk Tribmm* 

** Edward P. Roe*s works are stamped with a strong tndlTidnal- 
Ity, and depicted with a naturalness that Indicates a keen student of 
human nature and modern iife.**— u9#tfilMi TfaviiUr. 

Hu SoiCBRX Rivals.— "A strong story. A stady of lore and 
of war \ a tale of army senrice during the Rebellion, and of the home 
life that waited so anxiously on iu It is a study, too, of love and 
suffering, and an argument against atheism, but not a controversial 
one— the stoiy itself is the %x^mt;oxJ*'^Fkilade^kU Jnqmnr^ 

Hx FsLL IN LoTx wrra ma win,-»'*The more I think ove# 
die book the better I like it in all lu parts. Upon the whole I think 
Mr. Roe has written the best American novel that has been pab* 
Ushed this jvtr^JuHmm Hmwtkmu imSkil/.Y. W^rUL 

Naturb's Sbual Sto&y.— ^Mr. Roe hat walked wifh vt 
through happy valleys where peace and contentment brood, where 
we can hear the song of the bird and the merty lest of the reaper 
and watch the alternate shadow and sunshine that dim and glorify tlM 
human \yt»xxr^FkUadilfkU Record. 

Thk Eaetr TaxMBLBD.—*' The latest novel by B. P. Roe, wl» 
Is the most popular American novelist, Is one combining all his beet 
characteristics. The story InvoWes ranch of the war period, and Is a 
strong and fascinating love-story. There Is a high moral tone and a 
sympathetic fervor to Mr. Roe's writing that Is luways appreciated.* 
)^'^BQst§n Bvming TfrnvilUr. 

An Original Bsllx.— '*The descriptions of battle scenes la 
the war and the lurid picture of the draft riots In New York are 
worth reading. Nothing that Mr. Roe has ever written Is so vivid 
and dramatic as his sketch of the three terrible days in New Yoric 
when the mob ruled the city, sacked the colored orphan asylum, and 
spread dismay In a thousand homes. It has the quality of history 
mo^ as the aethor has made careful research and employs no laet> 
dtntt whidi did not fsslly oocur.'*-»Ssii Fhtmis^ Gki^inM^ 
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By EDWARD and aEOBGE CAST 
EGGLESTON^ 

FAMOUS AMERICAN INDIANS. A series 
illustrative of Early American History. Each' 
in one handsome volume, illustrated with maps 
and engravings. Uniformly bound. X2mo» 
clothe per volimie^ $z.oo. 

TBCUMSEH AND THE SHAWNEE PROPHET, fi^ 

£dwau> Egglbston and LiLUS Eoglbston Sbblyx. 
RED EAGLE. By Geo&gb Cart Eggleston. 
POCAHONTAS. By Edward Egglkston and VLxu Sbxltb. 
BRANDT AND RED JACKET. By the same. 
MONTEZUMA. By the same. 

These books deal with the most romantic period of American 
histoiy. Tecumsehy the greatest of the Shawnees* was perhaps the^ 
greatest genius of his race Icnown in the annals of our country. Thtf 
Life of Red Eagle throws light on the Creek War» which broke out 
in Alabama in 18x3, and was finally brought to an end by th« 
bloody battle of Tohopeka, fought by Jackson in 1814. 

In "Montezuma" the authors have told the •Ter-intereatingr 
story of the Actecs and their last emperors in language at onoe simple 
and attractive. In ''Brandt and Red Jacket*' we have again Hsm 
thrilling accounts of the strugi^es of our forefathers in tli» Middle 
States, while Pocahontaa takes us to the first settlement of Uio Old 
Dominion. 

By KIRKE MUNROE, 

THE GOLDEN DAYS OF '49- A Tale of the 
California Diggings. By Kirke Munroe, author 
of **The Flamingo Feather/' •*WakuUa,- 
** Derrick Sterling." With lo fuU-page iUus^ 
trations by W. C Jackson. 8yo> doth, $3.25. 

*' A book fascinating from beginning to end. It tells in vigorous 
Baglish, but without exaggeration, the story of a successful search for 
a mjTSterious ' Golden Valley.* It is one of the most enteriaia!a|t 
and creditable of holiday books.''-^A^. Y. TVttmme. 
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A new edition, bound in uniform style, zamo, clotk* 
per ToL, $1.00. 

DOING AND DREAMING. 

BY STILL WATERa 

GOLD AND DROSS ; or, Hester Capers Inheritance. 

CROOKED PLACES. A Story of Struggles and Triumphs. 

PREMIUMS PAID TO EXPERIENCE. 

THE DEAD SIN, AND OTHER STORIES. 

THE OCCUPATIONS OF A RETIRED LIFE. 

THE CRUST AND THE CAKE. 

THE HOUSE BY THE WORKa 

FAMILY FORTUNES. 

HER OBJECT IN LIFE. 

AT ANY COST. 

EQUAL TO THE OCCASION. 

JOHN WINTER. A Story of the Harrtst 

UFE'S LONG BATTLE WON. 

" There it a quiet charm about the writings of Edward Garrett, 
a simple purity of thought, a high but unpretending range of senti- 
ment, a tender piety without Phariseeism, «n expression and fulfil* 
ment, in fine, of culture and modest Christianity, which is peculiarly 
satisfying to the soul in these times of worldly worry and worldly in* 
tensity."— AT. Y. Evenimi MmiL 

Edward Garrett has done good senrice in giring these wholesome 
stories to the public. Without a word of preaching, each points un* 
erringly to the right course, and not only young men and women, 
but older people, may learn many Taluable lessons from their silent 
teaching. 

'" Crooked Places ' tells a healthful story of an English family 
reduced from wealth to poverty, who overcame trials, and emerged 
from their struggles purified and developed." — ChritHan Era. 

** The great value of Doing over Dreaming is illustrated by the 
history of two families who lived side by side, and the principle and 
necessity of having a worthy purpose in life or an object to live for, 
and a willingness to do whatever is necessary to gain the end in view. 
Is enforced in such a manner as to show the dignity and honorable* 
•ess of such a course ovor a tisM serving poli^'*«^J% LotfU £pfftf 
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A DAUGHTER OF FIFE. 
THE BOW OF ORANGE RIBBON. 
THE SQUIRE OF SANDAL-SIDE. 
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MASTER OF HIS FATE. 
REMEMBER THE ALAMO. 
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BETWEEN TWO LOVES* 
FEET OF CLAY. 
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Wife," " Bow of Orange Ribbon.'* Each Svo, 25 cents. 

" I want to thank you for the pleasure I have had in reading 
'Jan Vedder's Wife/ It is the most natural story I have read in 
tears, and is delightfully fresh and true from beginning to end.''-^ 
f. Habbe&ton. 

" ' A Daughter of Fife.' A good story tonchingly told in the 
•ea tongue of the Fffe fishermen. These tender stories of broad 
Scotch dialect have a strong and mysterious hold upon the human 
heart."— Washington Post 

"*The Bow of Orange Ribbon' is a romance pure and simple. 
The love tale which forms the main thread of the novel is a singularly 
pure and touching one. The story contains abundance of incident* 
and moves rapidly and easily." — The Christian Union, 

** ' Master oi His Fate' is in some respects the most realistic of 
Mrs. Barr*s novels. There is a keen power and fine discrimination 
in the character drawing that makes the book attractive and 
thoroughly entertaining in the reading." — The Gautte^ Boston. 

"Judging Mrs. Barr by what she has already accomplished and 
comparing it carefully with the productions, as wholes, of other 
American women in the same field, I do not hesitate to pronounce it 
superior to theirs in Its entirety, however it may fall below in separate 
details. And so it seems to me Amelia £. Barr may very well rank 
as flie fbremosT womkn novelist Of America."— Oscar Fay Adams 
\Kk And99er RivUvk 
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By MARTHA FINIiET. 

THE ELSIE BOOKS. Per voL, $z^5. 15 toIs. 
in a box, x2mo» clothi $z8.7S 

BLSIE DINSMORE. ELSIE'S NEW RELATIONS. 

ELSIE'S GIRLHOOD. ELSIE AT NANTUCKET. 

ELSIE'S HOLIDAYS AT THE TWO ELSIES. 

ROSELANDS. ELSIE'S KITH AND KIN. 
ELSIE'S WOMANHOOD. ELSIE'S FRIENDSAT 
ELSIE'S MOTHERHOOD. WOODBURN. 
ELSIE'S CHILDREN. CHRISTMAS WITH GRAND- 
ELSIE'S WIDOWHOOD. MA ELSIE. 
GRANDMOTHER ELSIE. ELSIE AND THE RAYMONDS. 

"Tho (me cause of this author's popalaritj among thoughtful 
people is that she never neglects to inculcate the doctrines of upright 
living and Christian integrity* and the charming stories of domestic 
life that she has given us are told in so delightful a manner that one 
becomes quite as interested in reading them as the more sensational 
books of the day."— ^P^/rvf/ Commtrcial AdvirtUer, 

The author of the Elsie Books is not a stranger to youthful read* 
•rs, especially to the girls, with whom riie is a great favorite. Her 
■tories are pure and good, and yet full of incident which interests and 
holds the attention, but does not unduly excite. Such books as this 
are healthful in their influence. 

THE MILDRED BOOKS. A Companion Series 
to the Elsie Books. Per toI., $1^5. ^ vols, in 
box, $7-50- 

MILDRED KEITH. BULDRED AND ELSIE. 

"^LANDsf ^^'^^^^^ MILDRED AT HOME. 
MILDRED'S MARRIED MILDRED'S BOYS AND 
LIFE. GIRLS. 

" In a sweet, simple strain the author tells the story of her char- 
acters, their romances, their joys, and their sorrows. Miss Finle/ 
portrays so beauiifal a Christian spirit penrading the households an4 
lodiyiduals she represents, that religion through them seems yeorfl* 
motive."— C^m/iMM Okmvm - — ---^ 
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• ftrWLtCA TlOyS OF DODD, ME A3 ^ COMPAJfT. ^ 

By JOHN S. C. ABBOT« 

AMERICAN PIONEERS AND PATRIOTS. 
A series illustrating the eariy history and 
settlement of our country. Each in one toL» 
Z2mo, cloth, $1.25. 

COLUMBUS AND THB DISCOVERY OF AMERICA. 
DE SOTO, THB DISCOVERER OF THE MISSISSIPPI. 
LA SALLE ; HIS DISCOVERIES AND ADVENTURES 

WITH THE INDIANS OF THE NORTHWEST. 
MILES STANDISH,THB CAPTAIN OF THE PILGRIMS. 
CAPTAIN KIDD AND THE EARLY AMERICAN BUC« 

CANEERS. 
PETER STUYVESANT AND THE EARLY SETTLE- 
MENT OF NEW YORK. 
BENJAMIN FRANKLIN AND THB STRUGGLES OP 

OUR INFANT NATION. 
GEORGE WASHINGTON AND THE REVOLUTIONARY 

WAR. 
DANIEL BOONE AND THB EARLY SETTLEMENT 

OF KENTUCKY. 
KIT CARSON, THE PIONEER OF THE FAR WEST. 
PAUL JONES, THB NAVAL HERO OF THE REVOLU- 
TION. 
DAVID CROCKETT AND EARLY TEXAN HISTORY. 

TheM attnctiv* volumM, lllastrating the early tettlement of 
America and aboundiof with tales of coarage and iortitude and 
thrilling adTentnret among the aarage tribes, are among the best 
books issued. They are written in the clear and picturesque style 
(hat makes the writer's works on the most interesting periods of 
French history so popular. The story of " Boone/' always a favorite 
with the young, is retold with singular TiWdness and freshness. In 
** Miles Sundish^ we have a picture of the hardships of the Pilgrimi, 
from the parting at Delft Haven to their perils in the wilderness, when 
Areatened by famine and surrounded by savage foes. "De Soto*^ 
IMds like a romance of the chivalric deeds of kcight-errantiy. His 
•dventares among the Indian races, his grand discovery of tho 
Mlfsissippl» and his burial in its waters* have never bofoia been t»ld 
•o alMfly» eottaectodly and drcomstaatlaUy. 
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J^UBUCATTONS OF DODD. MR AD ^ COMPANY. 

JOHN S. €• hSB01^.—CmUinuid, 

^X^hristopher Carioa " is the story of one of the most famous 9l 
Iht Wtatem adventurers whose life is a romance of the wilderneaa 

^ P^ter Stujnretant ^ f «¥es a capital picture of the early history 
•f New Yorlc before it passed into the hands of the English. 

If a career of daring and successful undertakings, of gallant 
•oadnct in battle* of fearless enterprises at sea» is worthy of record* 
Hba life history oC "John Paul Jones" deserves a place in our 
•oontiy^s archiTes. 

The life of ** Crockett** is a veriuble romance* wl^ the addU 
tlonsl charm of unquestionable truth. It opens to the reader scenes 
is the lives of the lowly and a state of semi-civilisation of which bat 
lew can have any idea. 

The wild and wonderful nmrrative of ** Captain Kidd " forms s 
tlory which the Imagination of Dickens or Dumas could scarcely 
HvaL 

^ La Salle* was one of the purest and noblest of ths pioneers of 
American civilization, 4nd as such his history should be read and 
mndsrstood. 

In ** Columbus ** ws have again the story of the discovery of 
America, while the lives of ** Franklin'' and *' Washington " uks 
«s among the timet that tried men*s souls, the dark days of tho 
Rsv<^ntlon and the early years of the United Sutes. 



mNOB WARS OF THE UNITED STATES, 

h Series of Popular Historiest uniform with the 
Pioneer and Patriot and American Indiaa 
Series. Each z toI., Z2mO| attractlrely boun^ 
,. in doth. Per Tol*, $i.25. 

I. THE WAR OF xSza. By Rossrrxa Johnson. 
a THE OLD FRENCH WAR. By RosMTxa Joknboic. 
% THE WAR WITH MEXICO. By H. O. Lam. 
. 4. KING PHILLIPS WAJt % Rickau Hauwam. 
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PVBLTCATIONS OP DODP, MEAD ^ COMPAHY. 

■ I ' — ^' 

The Works of Mrs. ANDBEW CHARLES 

Each in z vol., Z2mo^ cloth, $z.oo. 

CHRONICLES OF THE SCHdNBERG-COTTA FAMILY^ 
as Told bj Two of ThemielTes. 

BARLY DAWN (THE) ; or. Sketches of Christian Life in En^. 
land in the Early Time. 

DIARY OF KITTY TRE VELYAN. A Story of the Times of 
Whitefield and the Wesleys. 

WINIFRED BERTRAM. AND THE WORLD SHE LIVED 
IN. 

THE DRAYTONS AND THE DAVBNANTS. A Story of the 
CItU Wars. 

ON BOTH SIDES OF THE SEA« A Stoiy of the Common- 
wealth and the Restoration. 

THE VICTORY OP THE VANQUISHED. A Story of th« 
First Century. 

JOAN THE MAID, DELIVERER OF FRANCE AND ENG- 
LAND. 

LAPSED, BUT NOT LOST. A Tale of Carthage and the 
Early Charch. 

NOTE-BOOK OF THE BERTRAM FAMILY. A Sequel to 
<« Winifred Bertram.'* 

WOMEN OF CHRISTENDOM. Being Sketches of the Lives 
of the Notable Christian Women of History. 

WATCHWORDS FOR THE WARFARE OF LIFE, Se. 
lected from the Writings of Luther. 

CONQUERING AND TO CONQUER. 

AGAINST THE STREAM. The Story of an Heroic Age la 

England. 

THREE MARTYRS OP THE XIX. CENTURY. 

'* The moral tendency of the books by this author is of the hi^ 
est character* and as she is wont to take a subjea which brings bet 
into the domain of religious history she teaches lessons of the gresit 
esc vslue to young and old.**— A^nv Ymrk Oismm, ^ 
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PUBLICATIONS OP DODD, MEAD <y COMPAN'n 

» p ■ ' ^ 

By WILLIS J. ABBOT. 

BLUE JACKETS OF '61. A History of the 
Navy in the Rebellion, for Young People. 4tOy 
cloth, with many full-page pictures of great 
interest A new edition^ 4to> clothe $2.00 

BLUE JACKETS OF 1812. A History of the 
Naval Battles of the Second War with Great 
Britain, to which is prefixed an account of the 
French War of 1798. With 32 illustrations by 
W. C. Jackson, and 50 by H. W. McVickar. 
A new edition. 4to» cloth, $2.00. 

bLUE JACKETS OF 1776. A History for Young 

People, of the Navy in the Time of the War of 

Independence. With 32 full-page illustrations 

^ by W. C. Jackson. A new edition. . 4to, cloth, 

$2.00. 

f ^'The story Is pictorialljr tbld and well arranged, and the illa»> 
tnuions are a beautiful feature of the book." — Commercial Advertiser^ 

Jir. Y. 

** The author shows no partisanship that we can discover, his 
temper is cool and calm, and his style easy, pleasant, and effective. 
It is well done, very well done." — Literary World, 

BATTLE-FIELDS OF '61. The initial volume of 
a History of the Land Forces in the War of 
the Rebellion. 4to^ cloth, with many illustra* 
tions by W. C. Jackson, $3.00. 

"Nothing more vital, essential, and desirable than this book 
has appeared in the literature of the war. It is history concentrated 
in its chrilling episodes, its climaxes."— ^dHimii/ of Education^ Boston. 

"Mr. Abbot knows how to write for boys; his style is lively, 
vigorous and stimulating, with few or no dull spaces. His pages 
teem with picturesque interest, and his picture of each event is a 
capital presentation of the main point, with background so well 
finished that every line of the narrative is interesting. In this book 
Kr. Abbot has outdone his own record, for it is his bett.^'^T'it 
dMr.N.Y. 
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PUMUCATTON'S OF DODD. HfEAD ^ COMPANY.^ ^ 

By Prof. GEORGE RAWLINSOK. 

STUDENT'S EDITION OF RAWLINSON'S 
WORKS. Printed from the same plates as the 
fine edition, but on thinner paper and with less 
margin. As follows : 

The Ancient Monarchies. 6 vols, in 5, $6.25. 

' Ancient Egypt. 2 toIs., $3.00. 

Including^ tho followiof works t 

FIVE GREAT MONARCHIES OF THE AN- 
CIENT EASTERN WORLD. Three vols., 
maps, and nearly 600 illustrations. 

THE SIXTH GREAT MONARCHY (PAR- 
THIA). z ToL, with maps and illustrations. 

THE SEVENTH GREAT MONARCHY (The 
Sassanean or New Persian Empire). 2 vols, 
in one, with maps and illustrations. 

THE HISTORY OF ANCIENT EGYPT. 2vols^ 
with numerous illustrations. 

"One cannot torn to the paget of thU great work of Rawllnson't 
without eTer»growing wonder. It is a standing oionoment of one ol 
the most marvellous of modem achiOTements. Almost the entir* 
contents of these large and well-filled Yolumes* replete with informa« 
tion respecting the famous monarchies of ancient Asia, represent • 
positive addition to historical knowledge made within the present 
generation. The great empires of the Eust were but a few years since 
little but empty names. Some vague stories survived of the magnlfi* 
eence of their capitals and of the grandeur and exploits of a few king8» 
and the rest was a total blank. And now to our amaxement Wt 
behold these empires, which had fallen to decay one after another, 
before the father of history began his gossiping narrative, rescued 
JFrom the obliTion of ages, and we are set face te face with the Umff 
iNiried fon&s of extinct drUhMd^n.^'^CMsHam Unim^ 
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> ^UMUCATIONS OF DODD. MEAD 6* COMPANY. 

WOIiTMAN AND WOERMAN'S HI8TOBT 
OF PAINTING, 

HISTORY OF PAINTING. Arsdent, Early 
Christian, Mediaeval. From the German of 
Pro£ Alfred Woltman and Dn Carl Woerman. 
Translated and edited by Prof. Sidney Colvin, 
of Cambridge University. Large 8vo. Numer- 
ous illustrations. Cloth, $7.50 ; half morocco, 
$10.50; half levant, $12.50. 

A HISTORY OF MODERN PAINTING, by the 
same authors, covering the period of the Renais- 
sance. 8vo, uniform with vol. z. Profusely 
illustrated. Cloth, $12.50 ; half morocco, $25.50 , 
half levant, $17.50. 

STUDENT'S EDITION. Complete in' 2 vols.- 
half roan, $7.50. 

*' The work is a sreat treatise, broad as art itself in scope, 
•cmpulously faithful ia treatment, and founded upon scholarship the 
profoundest and most admirably balanced." — N, Y, Evening PosU 

The amazing industry and learning of Professor Woltman is all 
bis own ; so is bis fidelity to history as well as bis painstaking coa« 
tcientiousness. All this combined makes Woltman's work the best 
manual and the best reference-book on the history of Painting to 
found in the English language, 

WILKINSON (SIB 3. OABDNEB, D.C.L.^ 
F.K.S.9 F.B.O.S. etc.). 

THE MANNERS AND CUSTOMS OF THE 
ANCIENT EGYPTIAhfe. A new edition, 
revised and corrected by Samuel Birch, LL.D.y 
D.C.L., Keeper of the Egyptian and Oriental 
Antiquities in the British Museum ; President of 
the Society of Biblical Arch«ology» etc With 
several hundred illustrationSi many of them full- 
page plates in color. In 3 vols., 8vo, cloth, $8.00. 
A new, cheaper^ and Tciy handsome odition of Wilklasoa't 

frett work. 
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PUBLiCATIOUi OP DODD, MEaD 6» COMPAlTt 

LtBKE'S HISTOBT O^ ART. 

OUTLINES OF THE HISTORY OF ART. A 
new translation from the Seventh German Edi« 
tion. Edited with notes by Clarence Cook» in 
2 vols., royal 8vO| with nearly 600 illustrations. 
Clothy gilt topi $14.00; half moroccoi $19.00; 
half levanti $22.50. 

Student's edition, complete. Two vols., 8vo» half 
roa% $7.50 ; half morocco^ $12.50. 

* In the new intereet la art, awakened In this coontiyt ihean 
^nmet ought to be the primer of our artists and art admirers. 
There Is no other work of equal Talue accessible to the reader^ and the 
llumerous Illustrations make It easy to grasp the principles* and fol* 
tow the derelopment of the branches of artyarchitectace* scnlptureb 
and painting.**— AVw York Indefendeni. 

"The great success of his book In Europe Is partly due to the 
fict that it is the only one of its kind from which Uiose who aim at 
general culture can obtain a sufficient idea of one of the broadest 
ields of human actirity, concerning which everyone nowadays is 
expected to know something." — CharUs C. PirHns. 

''An accepted standard of information* • • • astonishingly 
foil, without reaching proportions which might make It generally 
impractical ; scrupnlously exact, and Illustrated with a rare Instinct 
of selection.**— ^. K. Ttikutu. 

DE FOREST (JULIA B.). 

A SHORT HISTORY OF ART. Octavo, with 
253 illustrations, numerous charts, a full index 
giving the pronunciation of the prefer names 
by phonetic spelling, and a glossary. $2.00. 

"It Is a library of art histories crystallized Into a most useful 
hand-book. The author has made by far the best text-book for 
beginners In art history that has yet appeared. The book Is dear and 
vigorous in style, and written with a ficmaosS- that OOflAM oC SOlit 
knowledge.'?— Xi4#wry WmU. ^ 
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PUBUCa TTOirs OP SODD, "MKAD <y COMPANY. 

DOROTHY OSBORNE, 

LETTERS FROM DOROTHY OSBORNE TO 
SIR WILLIAM TEMPLE, A.D, 1652-54. 
Edited by Edward Abbott Parry. With 2 por« 
traits. 8vO| boardSi uncut| with label, $1.75. 

* Dorothy Osboroe was the wife of that famous Sir Williani 
Tempte whom Macaalaj has hnn|^ in his striking gallery of literary 
portraits side by side with Milton and Addison ; and th#se are her 
loTe-letters to him — letters that are quick Trita leeiing, luii 01 wit 
and sportiveness, abounding in domestic sketches of the time ot 
Charles II* and Cromwell, a:«(l addressed to one of the most cele* 
brated statesmen^ writers and dlploiuats of his time.**— CWil£r« 

SAMUEL PEPYS, 

PEPYS^ DIARY. The Diary and Correspondence 
of Samuel Pepys, Esq., F.R.S., from the cypher 
in the Pepysean Library, with a life and notes 
by Richard Lord Braybrooke, deciphered with 
additional notes by Rev. Mynors Bright, M. A., 
President and Senior Fellow of Magdalen Col« 
leg^, Cambridge. Library Edition, zo vols., 
Z2mo. Well printed, in a new binding, cloth, 
full gilt sides land back, $15.00. 

^ It Is the book of books to dip into at random, to mmniage for 
things curious and entertaining, to ransack for the light it throws on 
contemporary men, manners, morals, ana society, and to consult 
for the valuable historical facts it discloses, and the interesting pub* 
lie and private events and occurrences it describes. A wonderful 
mosaic of things great and small, In church and state. In politics and 
affairs. In business and society. In the world of scandal and intrigue, 
in art, science, and literature, and In the daily and household life and 
customs of artisans, merchants, gentry, nobility, and even of royalty 
Itself; nowhere else can be found so complete abird*s-eye view of the 
England, or rather the London, of the last days of the Rump snd the 
irstnlne years of the Restoration as In the nnique diurnal jottings of 
this prince d gostips and mostJnde£itig:»iIe of reporters ''—i7«f/«rV 
jr^vsiwr. . ^ ^ ^ -^ 
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IHTERHATIOHALllYCLOPEDIi. 




FIFTEEN LARGE ROYAL OCTAVO VOLUMES. 

60,000 TITLES. 13,000 PAQE8. 

100 DOU8LE-PAQE ILLUSTRATIONS. 

100 FINE DOUBLE-PAQE MAPS. 
LATEST STATISTICS. 



THE BEST FO R READ Y REFERENCE. 

We sell it iovcash, or on onv easy payment plan, in either 

case delivering the entire 15 volumes at once. 

By the latter plan, the purchaser enjoys the 

unrestricted use of the cyclopedia while 

paying for it and is allowed a year 

for the payments. 



SOLD BY SUBSCRIPTION' ONLY. 



For full particulars, address Subscription Dtpartwuni^ 

DODD, MEAD & COMPANY, Publishen, 

^ 763 A 765 Broadway, Now Tock. 
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